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INTRODUCTION 
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“ Ol 


STRiKDBEna vrns fifty years old when he wrote “There 
Are Crimes and Crimes/* In the same year, 1899, he pro- 
duced tha-c of his finest historical dramas; “The Saga of 
llic Folkungs," “Giisfavus Vasa,” and “Erie XIV.” Just 
before, he Imd finblwi “Advent,” which he described as 
“A Alyslcry,” and which was published together with 
“There Arc Crimes and Crimes” under the common title of 
“In a nigher Court.” Back of these dramas lay his 
strange confessional works, “Inferno” and “Ivcgcnds,” and 
the first two parts of his autobiographical dream-play, 
“Toward Damascus" — ail of which were finished helween 
May, 1897, and .some time in the latter part of 1898. ^\nd 
back of these agrun lay that period of mental crisis, when, at 
Paris, in 1895 and 1890, he strove to make gold by the trans- 
mutation of baser metals, while at the same time his spirit 
was travelling tlirough all tire seven hells in its search forf( 
the heaven promised by the great mystics of the past. 

“There Arc Crimes and Crimes” may, in fact, be regarded 
as his first definite step beyond that crisis, of which tlie pre- 
ceding works were at once the record and closing chord. 
When, in 1009, he is-sued “The Author,” being a long with- 
held fourth part of Ids first autobiographical series, “The 
Bondwoman’s Son,” he prefixed to it an analytical summary of 
the entire body of his work. Opposite the works from 1897-8 
appears in this summary the following passage: “The groat 
crisis at the age of. fifty; revolutions in the life of the soul, 
desert wanderings, Swedenborglan Heavens and Hells.” But 
concerning “There Arc Crimes and Crimes” and the three 
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4 iktuoduction 

tuiocic*! drama* from UieM»e}«r be *T5t« iriianpbaatly 
“light after datlmcu; cew preafuctivity. with r««wrd 
Tajlh. Hope and Lovr— and with loS. rotk-Cna Certitude,” 

In iu German vmkin the pUj U natnetl “lUtisch. « 

“ Intoxiratioii.'* wUch iadicalea the part jdayed by the chaa»- 
jQgae in the ptiinge ct Jfaufiee ftoa the pinaaeks of aocee** 
to the depth* of misfortune. SlrindbeiT; ba* Bore and more 
come to see that a moderation verging eloarfy on asceticutn 
is wise for most men a»i eseenlia) to Use man of geiuQ* who 
wants to fulfil his dirine mission. And be does not aCDni to 
press home even this eomparatiTcfy bumble lesson with tLe 
nalre direetflesa and fiery seal which form »uch conspicuous 
tcatures t>I alt hi* wofh. 

But in the title which lound It to“Adreot“nt their Joint 
publication we hare a better due to what the author hiosell 
oAdoubledly regard* aa the tnoat bspertast demost of Lis 
work— Its rtll^is tersdency. The “higher court.'* bi 
which are tried the crime* of i/ovnre. and ilcwn* 

ftU, is. o( course, the highest one that taaa can inaginr. 
And the csimea o( whidi they hart bQ b ee mu e guiltr are 
those whidi. as Adalpht remailLS. “ are t>ol meatiooed in the 
criminal code” — in a word, etimes against the sjmt. against 
the impalpable power that tnovea ics, against God. The 
play, seen in this light, pictores a deep^eeachisg spiritual 
change, lesdiag us step by step from the soul adrift on the 
waters of life to the state where it b definitely oriented and 
impdled. 

There are two disUnct currents disceruitdc in tt^t. 
rerdation of pn^ress from spiritual diao* to spiritsa) order 
•^or to order the play most be aatd to lesd, and progress b 
mdird in it* onward moTeioeiit. a there be anything at all 
in our growing modem eoowictioa that any vital faith b 
belter than none at all. One of the ennents in question re- 
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fers to the means rather than the end, to the road rather than 
the goal. It brings us back to those uncanny soul-adven- 
tures by which Strindberg himself won his way to the “full, 
rock-firm Certitude” of which the play in its entiret 5 ' is the 
first tangible expression. The elements entering into this 
current are not only mystical, but occult. They are derived 
in part from Swedenborg, and in part from that picturesque 
French dreamer who signs himself “Sar Peladan”; but mostly 
they have sprung out of Strindberg’s own experiences in 
moments of abnormal tension. 

What happened, or seemed to happen, to himself at Paris 
in 1895, and what he later described with such bewildering 
exactitude in his “Inferno” and “Legends,” all this is here 
presented in dramatic form, but a little toned down, both to 
suit the needs of the stage and the calmer mood of the author. 
Coincidence is law. It is the finger-point of P^o^^dence, the 
signal to man that he must beware, hlystery is the gospel: 
the secret knitting of man to man, of fact to fact, deep be- 
neath the surface of -visible and audible existence. Few 
writers could take us into such a realm of probable impossi- 
bilities and possible improbabilities without losing all claim 
to serious consideration. If Strindberg has thus ventured to 
our gain and no loss of his o-wn, his success can be explained 
only by the presence in the play of that second, parallel 
current of thought and feeling. 

This deeper current is as simple as the one nearer the sur- 
face is fantastic. It is the manifestation of that “rock-firm 
Certitude” to which I have already referred. And nothing 
will bring us nearer to it than Strindberg’s own confession of 
faith, given in his “Speeches to the Swedish Nation” two 
years ago. In that pamphlet tliere is a chapter headed “Ke- 
ligion,” in which occurs tliis passage: “Since 189G I have 
been calling myself a Christian. I am not a Catholic, and 
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tAve nem been, but during » sUy <d scwi yr#» w Calbolic 
ctiUBtrics and among Catholic rriativw, I dbeo''"*’^ 
ditlerencc between Catbolie and rrotesUnt tenets is <^^ber 
none at all, or else wboliy aoperfirini, and that Uie dwUwn 
which once occurred was nwfriy political or el** concerned 
with iheological problems not funJamenlalJy germane to the 

triigvon itaell. registered Ptoleataal lam and will remain, 

but I can hardly be c*U«l orthodox or evaneellsUc, but 
come nearest to beiag a Swedeftbor^n. I use my Bible 
CbrUUanity internally and privately to tame my somewhat 
decivSIaed nature — decirilUed by that veterinary philosophy 
and amtoal science (Darwimsin) in which, as student at the 
uaiTertily, I was reared. And I assure my fellowdieings 
that they have no right to coapbrin because, according to 
my abdily, I practise the Christian teachings. For only 
through rcligioQ, or the hope of something better, and the 
recog^tion of the umertnoat meaning of life aa that of an 
ordeal, a Kbool. or pcrliaps a pcaUentlaiy, wfU It be possible 
to bear tlie burden of life scith saffident resignation.'* 

Here, as Hsewhere, It is made patent that Striadbers’s rv. 
figiosity always, on closer analfris. reduciw itself to morality. 
At bottom he is first and last, and li«« always been, a moral, 
ist — a man passionately craving to know what b rijhi and 
to do it. Huriog the middle, natunlbOc period ol hb 
creative career, thb fundamental tendency was in part oh- 
Bcured, and he engaged hs the game of intellectual curiosity 
known as "iruth for tenth’# own gak*.** One of the chief 
marks of hb final and mystical period b his greater courage 
to be himself in thb respect—nnd IhU means neccasarily 
a return, or nn advance, to a position wlueh the late TClIiam 
James undoubtedly would hare acknowledged as "prag. 
made.” To combat ibe assertion of overdeveloped indi. 
viduaHsm that we are ends in ourseWei, {hat we have cer- 
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tain inalienable personal “rights” to pleasure and happiness 
merclj' because we happen to appear here in human shape, 
this is one of Strindberg’s most ardent aims in all his later 
works. 

As to the higher and more inclusive object to which our 
lives must be held subservient, he is not dogmatic. It may 
be another life. He calls it God. And the code of service 
he finds in the tenets of all the Christian churches, but prin- 
cipally in the Commandments. The plain and primitive 
virtues, the faith that implies little more than square dealing 
between man and man — these figure foremost in Strindberg’s 
ideals. In an age of supreme self-seeking like ours, such an 
outlook would seem to have small chance of popularity, but 
that it embodies just what the time most needs is, perhaps, 
made evident by the reception which the public almost in- 
variiibly grants “There Are Crimes and Crimes” when it is 
staged. 

"With all its apparent disregard of what is commonly called 
realism, and with its occasional, but quite unblushing, use of 
methods generally held superseded — such as the casual intro- 
duction of characters at whatever moment they happen to be 
needed on the stage — it has, from the start, been among the 
most frequently played and most enthusiastically received 
of Strindberg’s later dramas. At Stockholm it was first 
taken up by the Royal Dramatic Theatre, and was later 
seen on the tiny stage of the Intimate Theatre, then de- 
voted exclusively to Strindberg’s works. It was one of the 
earliest plays staged by Reinhardt while he was stiU experi- 
menting with his Little Theatre at Berlin, and it has also 
been given in numerous German cities, as well as in Vienna. 

Concerning my own version of the play I wish to add a 
word of explanation. Strindberg has laid the scene in Paris. 
Not only the scenery, but the people and the circumstances 
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an-rnsJcU. Yrt he ha.« made noatlcmpt wtalrtTf to 
the dialogue reflect French manners of spcakiog or srsys of 
thinking. As he has given it to us. the pby U French only 
in its most superficud aspi-ct. in its setting— *nJ this setting 
he has chosen simply because he needed a certain machinery 
olTcrod him by the Catlmlic. bat not by the Frotestanl. 
churches. The real of the ;day >s purdy human in its not* 
and wholly universal in its spirit. For this reason I have 
retained the French names and titles, but liave otherwise 
striven to bring eTerythhig as close as possible to our own 
modes of ezpresaioo. Should apparent incongruities result 
from this manner of treatment. I think they will disappear 
if only the reader wiH try to rrmeiahet that the characlers 
of the play move in an eiistenee cunningly wovco by the 
authac ont of scraps of ephemeral reality in order that be 
may show u the mirage of a more enduriog one. 
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Macwce. a ftoTneright 
Ail nuirtJi 

MJ.S10N'. iheif djruyfiUr.fiw f/eart oii 

AoolpOc, a painter 

ncmiEiTE, kU mistrees 

EunXr o inviiiRan. brdfier Jeonw 

lt*DA»e Catiicse«i 

TntAisBfc 

A WitriniAji 

A IleAi»>VAnxn 

A CoMiiiUAixe 

A Waww 
A Gcuid 
A SeBTA5Y Goa 


Act I. Scots 1. Tne Ceketcst 

2 . Toe CBtjiEBEB 

Act H.SciTWi.'rmsAraoKsisDEaAiiRpra 
** S'"* De Boclocss 

Act m. ScoB 1. Tdb Cutmis 
i r^r' *'^ATrBE»QKDisA0Bns 
Act n.ScESBl. THELc«WBo,nwG*arEV3 

*■ CsEucsis 

AU Vm Htnea are laii ;»orir 
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ACT I 

FIRST SCENE 

T/tc vpper avenue of cypresses in the Montparnasse Cemetery 
at Paris. The background shows mortuary chapels, stone 
crosses on lehick arc inscribed “0 CruxI Ave Spes Unicat” 
and the ruins of a v>ind-mill covered with ivy. 

A well-dressed ‘woman in widow's weeds is kneeling and mutter- 
ing prayers in front of a grave decorated with flowers. 
Jeahne is walking back and forth as if expecting somebody. 
ilARioK is playing with some ‘withered flowers picked from a 
rubbish heap on the ground. 

The Aaish is reading his breviary while walking along the 
further end of the avenue. 

Watchman. [Eniers and goes up to Jkanne] Look here, 
tills is no playground. 

Jeanne. [Submissively] I am only waiting for somebody 
wto’ll soon be bere 

Watchman. All right, but you’re not allowed to pick any 
flowers. 

Jeanne. [To Mahion] Drop the flowers, dear. 

AbbA. [Comes forward and is saluted by the Watchman] 
Can’t the child play with the flowers that have been thrown 
away? 

Watchman. The regulations don’t permit anybody to 
touch even the flowers that have been thrown away, because 

11 
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it’« bfUevnl th«y nay apnad iafectxm^wHcl* I ^ 
if it’s true. , 

;Vixb£, {To ManoN'] In tlut f*se have lo chey. 
course. IVhat'a yoor naioe. injr litlJe girf? 

3Iasiox. My name is Iktarioa. 

ABBh. .\nd scho is your father? 

MamoJf Ufint fe» biU one «f *<r fir.jtft CJtd do« 


Afish, Tardon toy queatloo. madame. I h*d *>» ifitentwu 
~I lint talkiog to keep the lilUe ooe goicL 
TAe WATx3aii.*» ka» gme ouf. 
itunsi:. 1 unde/stood lU Revmod Father, a®d 1 
you woufd aay aonethiog lo quiet »e also. I f«l ^**7 ®uch 
disturhed after having srailcd here two hours. 

Afcst, Xwo boufs* -for hhul Dow these hunau 
lorlttre each other! 0 Cnial Are apes uaiea! 

JuaxxB. What do they locan. those words you wad ad 
around here? 

A6b£. They mean: O cross, our only hope! 

JKA.«Rt*. Is it the only ooe? 

The only certain one. 

Jli-wt I ahali soon t)eliese that you aw tfehl. Father. 
ASBfc. ilay J aiik why? 

When he lels the 

end is not far oB^ **” “ * cemctoy. then the 

^ 

JtWfKS. Y«.y^J 

^ EMWt, for I am tunEry, 

^oe -to f We. 

«w can evu good and 60od evil. 
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Jeakne. 'What is lliat woman doing at the grave over 
there? 

Abbe. She seems to be talking to the dead. 

Jeantje. But you cannot do that? 

Abbe. She seems to know how. 

Jeakne. This would mean that the end of life is not the 
end of our misery? 

yVBBf:. And j-ou don’t know it? 

Jeanke. "Where can I find out? 

Abbe. Hml The nest time you feel as If you wanted to 
learn about this well-known matter, you can look me up in 
Our Lady’s Chapel at the Church of St. Germain — Here 
comes the one you are waiting for, I guess. 

Jeanitb. [Emlarrassed\ No, he is not the one, but I know 
him. 

Abbe. [To M.arion] Good-bye, little Marion! May God 
take care of you! [Htjses the child and goes on/] At St. Ger- 
main des Pres. 

EmiiiE. [Enters] Good morning, sister. "What arc you 
doing here? 

Jeajtne, I am waiting for Maurice. 

Emle. Then I guess you’ll have a lot of waiting to do, for 
I saw him on the boulevard an hour ago, taking breakfast 
with some friends. [Kissing the child] Good morning, Marion. 

JEANTfE. Ladies also? 

Emile. Of course. But that doesn’t mean anything. He 
writes plays, and Ins latest one has its first performance 
to-night. I suppose he had with him some of the actresses. 

Jeanne. Did he recognise you? 

Emele. No, he doesn’t know who I am, and it is just as 
well. I know my place as a workman, and I don’t care for 
any condescension from those that are above me. 

Jeanne. But if he leaves us without anything to live on? 
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Emil*. Well, yuu »«■, ^htn it Jfli tL»l * »KPP™« 

I »Wl have to }ntm>!ucp tB.v»*4l!. Bui y'w •J'* • *ny- 

thing of tho klml. «5o you— »mn« lltal i* 

Tcry mucli atUclinl to tho chiLI? 

jMvxfc I d,«'l know, but 1 bare a fKtiag tHal aoracthlag 
drf-sJful {< in itorr (or mo. 

Euiix. IIm hr promwni to fnarry you? 

Jt-vxMi. No, aol twmwod nacUy, Iwt be Um beU 

Evitx. IIopn, yea! Do you rtmrmbcr my trowl* tt Ibe 
•tarts don’t iiope for •oythiDg. for tbooe *bow u* t 
marry doraward- 

Jeunrt. Out furli ibiigrt ha^-e )>ai>ti«i3rd. 

Kurus. Yr», tliry Ijsv? bappeorU. But uoulj you feel at 
borne in btaarorU? Ir*n*t bel>e*e it, for you woolda’l ewi 
undmtand wbat tbey wrre taOung of. Noir and ttim 1 t^be 
lay meals wb<i.e be b eating— out in the iitehrn U my pUee, 
of course— and I don’t nuke out • '■ror<I of «bat they any. 
JsAVTre. Si> you take your loeaU at tbal place? 

Kurus. Yes, in the kitchen. 

J&anirE. And think of it. be has never asked me to come 
srilh him. 

Kuttm ^^ell, that's raOirr to his credit, and it shosrs he 
liaa some rwpect (or the wotbet of his child. The ■womroi 
over there are a queer ktt. 

Jasrorz. Is that so? 

Emile. But llaunce never poya any attention to the 
nomen. There b sometbmg a^mv aliout that frlJow, 
Jcsxxc. That s nliat 1 feel about him. too. but as sooO as 
there is a noman in it. a man isn’t himself any loneer. 

Emuje. ISmUing] You dem’t tefl me! But listen: are^you 
hard up for maoey? 

_ JsaiTN'S. No, nothing of tbal load. 
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Eshle. Well, tlicn llic worst liasn’t come yel — Look! 
Over there! There he comes. And I’ll leave you. Good-bye, 
little girl. 

Ji:.\xxE. Is he coming? Yes, l]mt’.s him. 

Emile. Don’t make him mad now — with your jealousy, 
tTeanne! [Com ouL 

Jeaxse. No, I won’t. 
iMttnitcE cnlcrs. 

Maiuox. [Rhus vp lo him atid is lifted up into his arm] 
Papa, papa! 

SlAunicE. My little girl! [Greets Jeaxxe] Can you forgive 
me, Jeanne, that I have kept you wailing so long? 

Jeaxxe. Of course I can. 

Maurice. But say it in such a way that I can hear that 
you are forgiving me. 

Jeaxne. Come here and let me whisper it to you. 
Maurice goes up close to her. 

Jeanxe hisses him on the cheek. 

Maurice. I didn’t hear. 

Jeanxe kisses him on the mouth. 

AIaurice. Now I heard! Well — you know, I suppose tliat 
this is the daj’ that will settle my fate? My play is on for 
to-night, and there is every chance that it will succeed — or 
fail. 

Je-ANNe. I’ll make sure of success by praying for you. 

hlAURicE, Tliank you. If it doesn’t help, it can at least 
do no harm — Look over there, down there in the valley, 
where the haze is thickest: there lies Paris. To-day Paris 
doesn’t know who Maurice is, but it is going to know within, 
twenty-four hours. TheTiaze, whicli has kept me obscured 
for thirty years, %vill vanish before my breath, and I shall 
become visible, I shall assume definite shape and begin to be 
somebody. My enemies — which means all who would like 
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ACTt 


TIIEKK AHE CIIIMES 

EtfilE. Wfll. yi>u Kcf. wbm h pK* lli*l ^ Jwrf**** 

I »li»H have ia intro-loec ia>-.rir. Iltfl you don’t <xp«H •"/- 
thing of the kind, do jou— aroing that he U fon>l ol you 
very much atlarbetl to f)»e riuld? 

I don't kno». but 1 have * feeling that sonaethiag 
dretuifid h in »Jofe for me. 

Eu»x. Has he proraLvt! to marry you? 

Je-iXNE. No, not promised exactly, hot he h»* held out 

EUTIX. IIopps, yen! Da jtm irmemW my words at Oie 
start: don’t Isope for anything, for those above us doa t 
marry dosrnwanl. 

jEAimt Dot siwh things ha»e happesMd. 

Exits. Yrs, they have happenesl. Itol would you feel at 
Lime in hia world? I can’t beiieTv it. for you wouhia’t even 
undenUnd what they were talking of. Now and thro I take 
my meals where he is eaUog*-OQl in the Lltrhni U my place, 
of course— and I don't make out a word of what they say. 
Jsixxs, So you lake your meals at that place? 

Exils. Yn. in the kilehen. 

Jcurxs. And think of it. he has never asktd tne to rome 
scitb him. 

Exile. Well, that’s rather to bis credit, and it shows he 
has some respect for the mother of his child. The women 
over there are a queer lot. 

Jb-utne. D that so? 

I^uttzi. But hisuriee never puya any altentioa to the 
women. There U somcthbgs7«ore about that fellow. 

That’s what I feel ahout him, loo, but as soon as 
there u a woman in it, a man himself any longer. 
Exile. ISmainj) You don’t teO met But listen: are you 
hard op for mcmey? 

Jes-SIce. No, nothing (d thatklad. 
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Eiiile. Well, then the worst hasn’t come yet — Look! 
Over there! There he comes. And I’ll leave you. Good-bye, 
little girl. 

Je.«vNE. Is he coming? Yes, that’s him. 

Exitle. Don’t make him mad now — with your jealousy, 
Jeanne! jGoe^ ouL 

Je-vnot. No, I won’t. 

Mattricb enters. 

Maeion. [Buns np to him, and is lifted vp into his arms] 
Papa, papa! 

Maueice. My little girl! [Greets Jeaxote] Can you forgive 
me, Jeanne, that I have kept 3'ou waiting so long? 

JeaIvNE. Of course I can. 

Matieice. But say it in such a waj’ that I can hear that 
you arc forgiving me. 

Jeanxe. Come here and let me whisper it to j’ou. 
Maceice goes up close to her. 

Jeaitne kisses him on the check. 

Maxjiuce. I didn’t hear. 

Jeanne kisses him on the mouth. 

Matjeice. Now I heard! Well — j’ou know, I suppose that 
tlus is the day that will settle my fate? My play is oO for 
to-night, and there is ever}' chance that it will succeed — or 
fail. 

Jeanne. I’ll make sure of success by praying for you. 
hlATJBiCE. Thank you. If it doesn’t help, it can at least 
do no harm — Look over there, down there in tlie vallej', 
where the haze is thickest; there lies Paris. To-day Paris 
doesn’t know who Maurice is, but it is going to know within 
twenty-four hours. The haze, which has kept me obscured 
for thirty years, will vanish before mj’ breath, and I shall 
become visible, I shall assume definite shape and begin to be 
somebody. My enemies — which means all who would like 
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U> «lo fthat I Jiavc <lon*— »fll W vrrittuog Ja ptuiu Ibal *11*0 
1* my picaiurcs, for iLey »!n be tuffcTiBg *11 tli»t I Latc 
•uflered. 

Jtwfz. Doa‘t U3k (hal vay,daa*t! 

iUnucE. Dul that’* Ibe w«y It I*. 

Jean-ne. k w, but Ooti'l jjirtii; ot it— And then? 

iliinucE, Then tre «« «n firm greimtl, and tliifn you anJ 
hfariun will htaa the name J bare made fatnous, 

Jein'jte, You lore xae Iten? 

ilacwre. I love both of you, KjualJy isucli, or perlsaps 
a litUc more. 

Jeajoix, I am gUd of it, for you tan groir tired of joe, but 
not of her. 

AlatBicfc IltA-e you n® eonSdnee UJ my fecllnn tuaarJ 
you? 


JuxNz, I don't know, but I am afraid of aomelhiBg. 

afraid of *ometLing terrible 

Macwc^ You are UroJ out and depressed by your long 

.“i rS “r ‘ 

in good spirit*. 3’““ ^ 

•fCATN-Tu I can’t. I «»»,. w r 

AbM here a while ago whn 't.W,^^ “ 

H. t„a 
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was possible again to sec tliat the people within were at 
home — To-night I wll pray for you at St. Germain, 

Matihicb. Now I am getting scared. 

Jeakne. Fear of God is the beginning of wisdom. , 

MAtmiCE. God.^ IMiat is that? Who is he? I 

Jeanot. It was he who gave joj' to your youth and strength 
to your manhood. And it is he who will carry us through 
the terrors that lie ahead of us. 

MAtmiCE. "VMiat is Ijnng ahead of us? What do j’ou 
know? Where have you learned of this? This thing that I 
don’t know? 

Jeanne, I can’t tell. I have dreamt nothing, seen 
nothing, heard nothing. But during these two dreadful 
hours I have esperienced such an infinity of pain that I am 
ready for the worst. 

Maiuon. Now I want to go home, mamma, for I am 
hungry. 

hlAtnucE. Yes, j'ou'U go home now, my little darling. 

[Tahes her into his arms. 

Marion. [ShrinMng] Oh, you hurt me, papa! 

Jeanne. Yes, we must get home for dinner. Good-bye 
then, Miiurice. And good luck to you! 

Maurice. [To Marion] How did I hurt you? Doesn’t 
my little girl know that I always want to be nice to her? 

Marion. If smu are nice, you’ll come home with us. 

AIaurice. [To Jeanne] When I hear the child talk like 
that, you know, I feel as if I ought to do what she sa5’s. But 
then reason and duty protest — Good-bye, my dear little 
»rl! [He Icisses the child, who puts her arms around his neck. 

Jeanne. When do we meet again? 

Maurice. We’ll meet to-morrow, dear. And then we’ll 
never part again. 

Jeanne. [Bmhraces him] Never, never to part again! [Sfe: 
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naltt lif r(fn of Ou mti o* Jii» Jorthtal\ JIty God prol«i 
you' 

iL\rstcE. (i/orn/ eyouuf kit om iriS] My dair> beloved 
Jeanae! 

Jtix>rE ond Miitf fTt go ioronl itit figkt; llAtrKicc 
tovord tkt Itft, Bart Olid 
^iro^t littf* ai eaek ctJur. 

Macsioe. (orl) Jeanne. I »m asb&med of tny^ir* 

I am always forgetting yon, aa>l you are the last on« 1® 
mind me ©f it. Here are tbe tkleta for l<vnTglil. 

Jt-uesE. Thank you, dear, bat — you have to take cp year 
post of doty alone, and ao I hare to take up tr^fu e' ailh 
Jilarioo. 


MamcE, Vour wisdom is aa grtal u the goodness of 
your heart. Yea, 1 am sure no edher wxrfaaD would have 
aaeriSced a pteasnre to serve her husband-^ 1 onut have 




tty hands free to-oight. and there b no plaee for women 
children on the batUe>field-~a<hl this you understondl 
Jt*S>fE. Don't think loo highly of a poor woman He my- 
self. ^ then yoaH Lave no iUmioos to Jose. .\nd now you'll 
s« th« I CM be aa forgrtful aa jwr— I have bought you • 
'** glova which 1 thought you might wear for 

tty lake on your day of honour. 

IKUtinj i„ jou. d,,,. 

looking, to thalolhers win like jou loo. * 

aDcmci:. IWe is m, j^lousy 
JJUJExt. Don’t menlioD that vonL #«. n .v , 
trail- ^ "““Sto 

Mitaics. Just now 1 feel aa tr r 1 1 - 

W-. .Ts toii!!!'' """Pi* 

JtiSTil:. Dash, hash! 
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Macfrice. And go liome with you instead. 
tTEAKXE. But you mustn’t do tliat! Go now: your destiny 
is waiting for you. 

SIatjsice. Good-bye then! And may that happen wbich 
must happen t [<7055 out. 

Jeanke. [Alone with Mabion] O Crux! Ave spes unica! 

Curtain. 


SECOND SCENE 

Tlw Cremerie. On the right stands a buffet, on which are -placed 
an aquarium with goldfish and dishes containing vege- 
tables, fruit, preserves, etc. In the background is a door 
leading to the kitchen, where workmen arc talcing their 
meals. At the otiwr end of the Iciichen can be seen a door 
leading out to a garden. On the left, in the background, 
stands a counter on a raised platform, and hack of it are 
shelves containing all sorts of bottles. On the right, a long 
table with a marble top is placed along the wall, and another 
table is placed parallel to the first further out on the floor. 
Straw-bottomed chairs stand around the tables. The walls 
are covered with oil-paintings. 
iiluE. Catherine is sifting at the counter. 

AtAiJRicE stands leaning against it. He has his hat on and is 
smoJeing a cigarette. 

Catherine. So it’s to-night the great event comes 
off, Monsieur Maurice? 

SlAinucB. Yes, to-night. 

Mmb. Catherine. Do you feel upset? 

Maurice. Cool as a cucumber. 

Miffi. Catherine. Well, I wish you luck anyhow, and you 
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b»ve JejCTTfJ it, Monsktff Biter fc*Tia^ ^ 

fifilit •Cftinst sBcb <li$«lt>«^ »* yoow. ^ V rt- 

Macwce. Tlianfc you. XfotUme Cotlsrttflo. ^ 
been xtty tiaJ *<> toe. *a<! intfcoat yecf Wp I pwb** 

bly h&re l>»rt «1 owb »nd oQl hf Uu* tifflfc 

Slue. CnmxTst Pon't Wt »»* Ulk of tB»t ' 

•loog *he« I twd »«k W«J tbe right Und of ‘ 

don’t wont to be ctj4‘MU»l— Con we trust you to eo^ 
bact here nfler the pUf nod H ns driat a ghw* with y*®- 
Mackicb. Yes, you ca n —of eonrse, you t»o, a# I 
alieady promiseil you. 

IIen*ki*ttk mtfTS fnm lie riffj. 

UscsKt turn* ttroundf raitte iU ial, end etarts 
IlersitTTE, rAo Ijott km one nrrfuSy. 
IIctUETTC. Sronsieur Adolphe U sol here yetf 
Mus. Catkebixc. No. raadatoe. JJut heU *000 be h*** 
DOW. Won’t you sit ^wn? 

ncxiutTTE. No, ihiinlf yoo, ITl nther wait for tba «'ri* 
side. [Goer tni- 

ALirsiCE. Who — ir**— that’ 

Hue. CATmajx*. Why, that's AXonrieur Adolphe’* friend. 
lUPHicE. Was— that— her? 

MaiE. CiTBiaixE. Have yoo never seen hef bef«e? 
ilaCMcx. Xo, be has been litdlng ler Etoo me. just as if 
he was afrtU I might Uke ber away from hint- 

Mira. CasHEBM. Ha-ha!— Wefl. how di J yon ibinh she 
looked? 


ilacmcE. How ahe looked? let me see: I can’t tell— 
I dkin’t «e her. !«• it was ms if she had rushed strai^t fato 
my arms at once and come so dose ID me that I couldn’t 

make out her feslmes at aC. And she Jett her impiessko 
^theairbetmd W. J em, rtill *e her . Unding there. 
IHe po« totroni tie door and waie, e teetvTt <u If jnOiing kit 
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am arottnd somebody] THicw! [lie makes a gesture as if he had 
pricked his finger] There arc pins in her waist. She is of the 
land that stings! 

hiME. CATHERrNE. Oh, j’ou arc crazy, you with your 
ladies! 

Mattmce. Yes, it’s craziness, that’s what it is. But do 
you know, Madame Catherine, I am going before she comes 
back, or else, or else — Oh, that woman is horrible! 

Mme. CATnEMNE. Arc you afraid? 

AIaurice. Yes, I am afraid for myself, and also for some 
others. 

Msie. Catheuiot. Well, go then. 

Maurice. She seemed to suck herself out through the 
door, and in her wake rose a little whirlwind that dragged me 
along — Yes, you may laugh, but can’t you see that the 
palm over there on tlic buffet is still shaldng? She’s the 
very devil of a woman! 

Mme. Catherine. Oh, get out of here, man, before you 
lose all your reason. 

Maurice, I want to go, but I cannot — Do 5’ou believe 
in fate, Madame Catherine? 

Mme. Catherine. No, I believe in a good God, who pro- 
tects us against evil powers if we ask Him in the right way. i 

Maurice. So there arc evil powers after all! I think I 
Can hear them in the hallway now. 

Mme. Catherine. Yes, her clothes rustle as when the 
clerk tears off a piece of linen for you. Get away now — 
through the kitchen. 

Maurice rushes toward the kitchen door, where he bumps 
into Emiee. 

Emiee. I beg your pardon. [He retires the way he came. 

Adoephe. [Comes in first; after him Henriette] Why, 
there’s Maurice. How are you? Let me introduce this lady 
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l<«e to my oMwt an.l b«l frfowL SLwIemoIsdIe Refinette- 
Moasleuf ll*wric«. 

Macrjce, {Saiu/j'nj Weascd to meet you- 
IltvaXETTC- ^Ve Lave #v«i wcH other Ijvforo. 

A&oi^e. la tL&t #o? \VL«i. U I toay wL? 

Mactuce. a moment ago- h^*^- 

Adolthe. 0-ohf— pul now you miut *Uy an*! h*« » 
cLal with us. , 

hUcniCE. \AJUr a glante ct Mme. CaTOTBEttl U I 
haJ time. ^ ^ 

Ai>ot.FtrE. Take the time. AaJ wc won't be silting 
very long. 

II^-wETTE. Iwon'l ialmvptif you have to talk busifl««- 

SlatnucE. Tlie only boaineas we have Is so had that we 
don't want to talk of it. 

UEr^EirtTB. Then »e11 talk of somelhiDg «hc. [Taiet Vi* 
iat aieay from htacnacE and hangs it wy] Noa’ bo iiiea> “d 
let me become ac(iuaiole<l with tjie gnat author. 

M»fE- CATntaceE eiVnof* Us MAraicc, trJo doeen’t "O* 
tie* her. 

Adolpee^ That’s right. Ilenrielte, you take charge of him. 

(rXey rtai Ih/nsrlrts at one «jf {aUfS- 
UES-BiriTE [r® Mackice) You certainly have a good 
frien<l in Adolphe, htoosieUT hlauriec. He never talks of 
anything hut you, and in such a way that I fed nJJsdf 
rather thrown in the background. 

Adolphe. You don’t say aot Well, Ifenrielte on her side 
never leaves me in peace about ywi.Maurke. She has read 
your works, and she is always wanting to know where you 
gat this and when- that. She baa been questioning me about 
your looks, your age. your tastes. I have, in a word, had 
you for breaklasl. dinner, and sutler. It has almost seetned 
as if the three of us were liviiig together. 
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MAtmicB. [To Henriette] Heavens, why didn’t you come 
over here and have a look at this wonder of wonders? Then 
your curiosity couid have been satisfied in a trice. 

, Henbjette, Adolphe didn’t want it. 

AnoiiPHE loohs embarrassed. 

Henriette. Not that he was jealous 

Mauhice. And why should he be, when he knows that 
my feelings are tied up elsewhere? ■ 

HEnatBcrE. Perhaps he didn’t trust the stability of your 
feelings. 

Maurice. I can’t understand that, seeing that I am no- 
torious for my constancy. 

Adolphe. Well, it wasn’t that 

Heebiette. [Inicrruptinff him] Perhaps that is because 

you have not faced the fiery* ordeal 

Adolphe. Oh, you don’t know 

Henriette. [Inlcrrupting] — ^for the world has not yet be- 
held a faithful man. 

Maurice. Then it’s going to behold one. 

Henriette. Where? 

Maurice. Here. 

Henriette laughs. 

Adolphe. Well, that’s going it 

Henriette. [Inlerruplmg him and direeting herself con- 
tinuously to Maurice] Do j’ou think I ever trust my dear 
Adolphe more than a month at a time? 

Maurice. I have no right to question your lack of con- 
fidence, but I can guarantee that Adolphe is faitliful. 

Henriette. You don’t need to do so — my tongue is just 
running away with me, and I have to take back a lot — ^not 
only for fear of feeling less generous than j*ou, but because it 
is the trutli. It is a bad habit I have of only seeing the ugly* 
side of tiungs, and I keep it up although I know better. But 
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if I had a chance to be irith'yoo two for some Uac, ^ 
company wonld make me g«vl ow* more. 

Adolphe! IS*# fat/ i#** *u 

Apoltbx. You are always wrong ia your talk and rt^l m 
yoor acUoiu. TVhal you reaDf think — that I •Soa'i taow. 
Hessiette. Who <lo(3 laiow that kind of thing? 

SUcBicE. Wdl if we bad to aasww for ouf tlmoghts. 
who could then dear hitnself? 

Hesbiette. Do you also have evil thoughts? 
hfaCBiex. Certaiajy: pist a* I cojnaa’t the wofst Knd 
cruellies in ray dreuns. 

H &Bj r r re . Oh. when you are d reapiag , ef eoufs* 
Jost thinlf of it— N'o, I am ashamed of leBiog ■■ " 
hlacsiCE. Go OB, go co! 

HccstETTX. Last alght I dreamt that I was eooDy cSesec** 
lag the msudes on .Vlolphe's breast— you see. I am a sculplot 
—and he, *dlh hi* usual kindness, made no resistance, bat 
helped me instead irith the wcust places, as he knows more 
aastomy than L 
hlsvsicE. Was be dead? 

ZfessiETTE. No, he was {rriisg. 
hlacaics. But that's horr3,Ie! ,\ju} didn’t it make 
suffer? 

nsAHtEi'tz. Not at aQ. and that estooixhed &>e tnost, for 
I am rather scoatire to other pt<^e'a sufferings. Isn’t that 
so, Adolphe? 

AnoLTHE. ‘That’s right. Rather atoonnally * 0 , ia fact, 
and Dot the least when aahnals are ctmecroed. 

hlarsicE. And I. on lie other hand, am rather caBoos 
toward the sufferings both of raytrlf and others. 

AnoiretE. Now is not triSag tie tnnh about 
Or what do you say, M a d ame Catherine? 

SLet- CaTHTBOT. I don’t toow of anybody with a softer 
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heart than Monsieur Maurice. He came near calling in the 
police because I didn’t give the goldfish fresh water — those 
over there on the buffet. Just look at them: it is as if they 
could hear what I am sajdng. 

Mauhice. Yes, here we arc maldng ourselves out as wlute 
as angels, and yet we arc, taking it all in all, capable of any 
kind of polite atrocity tlic moment glorj’, gold, or women are 
concerned — So j'ou arc a sculptor. Mademoiselle Ilenriette? 

Henhiette. a bit of one. Enough to do a bust. And to 
do one of you — which has long been my cherished dream — I 
hold myself quite capable. 

Maurice. Go ahead! That dream at least need not be 
long in coming true. 

Hekriette. But I don’t want to fix your features in my 
mind vmtil this evening’s success is over. Not until then 
ivill you have become what you should be. 

Maurice. How sure you are of victory! 

Henriette. Yes, it is wiltcn on your face that you are 
going to win this battle, and I think you must feel that 
yourself. 

Maurice. Why do you think so? 

Hekrtette. Because I can feel it. This morning I was 
ill, you know, and now I am well. 

Adolphe begins to look depressed . 

Maurice. {Iknharrassed\ Listen, I have a single ticket left 
— only one. I place it at your disposal, Adolphe. 

Adolphe. Thank you, but I surrender it to Henriette. 
Henriette. But that wouldn’t do? 

Adolphe. Why not? And I never go to the theatre any- 
how, as I cannot stand the beat. 

Henriette. But you will come and take us home at least 
after the show is over. 
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Adolfhc. If you insist oa iL Otbcrwise Maurice has to 
come back here, where we shaO all be wailing lor him- 
Macbice. You <>an just as well take the trouble of meet- 
ing us. In fact, I ask, I beg you to do bo-~ And if yo“ 
don’t want to wait outside the theatre, you can meet us at 
the .\nb«se des Adrets — Tlial'a settled thcQ, isn’t it? 

Adolphe. Wait a little. Y'ou has'e a way of settling 
tWngs to suit yoursdf, before other people hsTe a chance to 
consider them. 

SIaubice. What is there to cwuider— whether you are to 
see your lady home or not? 

Adolphe. You oercr know what may be involred in * 
simple act like that, but I have a sort of preEOOoitlos. 

I IIensiett^ Hash, bush, bush! Don't talk of spooks 
' while the sun Is shining. Let him come or not, as it plessce 
him. We can always find our way back here- 
Adolphe, [flisln;] Well, now I have to Iea*'c yoU““<oodd, 
you know, Goorl.bye. Ix»th of you. And good luck to you, 
Maurice. To.morrow you will be out on the right side. 
Goodbye, Heoriette. 
nccHtBiTE. Doyoureally baTe logo? 

Adolfbe. I must. 

aiAUMcB. Good-bye then. Well meet later. 

Adoipoe poe» Ota, sofitfuiy filscz. CatbeHD.'E in pasrinj. 

Think il, th*t we should meet at last! 
Maubice. Do you find anything remarkable in iJiat? 
IIen-hiote. Il looks a» if il hnd to happen, for Adolphe 
has done nis best to prerent it. 

Maubice. IIss he? 

IlE>mJEtTE. Oh, you must have noticed it 
I ,„tk,d K but ,hy 
it? 

IlEHKinTE. I had to- 
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SlATJKtCE. No, and I don’t have to tell you tbat 1 -svantcd 
to run away tlirougli the kitchen in order to avoid meeting 
you and was stopped by a guest w'ho closed the door in front 
of me. 

HEmiBrrB. UTiy do you tell me about it now? 

MAtmiCE. I don’t know. 

Mue. CATHEniNE vpscls a number of glasses and hollies. 
Maueicb. That’s all right, Madame Catherine. There’s 
nothing to be afraid of. 

Hexriette. Was that meant as a signal or a warning? 
Mattricb. Probably botli. 

HicrarerrE. Do they take me lot a locomotive that has to 
have flagmen, ahead of it? 

MAtmicE. And switchmenl The danger is always great- 
est at the snitches. 

Hexiuette. How nasty yon can be! 

Mme. Cathekesb. Monsieur Slaurice isn’t nasty at alt. 
So far nobody has been kinder than he to those that love 
him and trust in him, 

Maurice. Sh, sh, sh! 

Hexrxette. [To Maurice] The old lady is rather imperti- 
nent. 

Maurice. We can walk over to the boulevard, if you care 
to do so. 

Hekriette. With pleasure. This is not the place for me. 
t can just feel their hatred clawing at me. [61oes onl. 

Maurice. [Slar/s after ficr] Good-bye, Madame Catherine. 
hliCE. Catherixe. a moment! May I speak a word to 
you. Monsieur Maurice? 

MtURicE. [Stops vnwillingli/] What is it? 

Maie. CatoeruvE. Don’t do it! Don’t do it! 

MAumcE. Wliat? 

JhuE. Catherine. Don’t do it! 
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Mauhice. Don’t be scared. Tbb lady u not my kind, 
but she interests me. Or hardly that c\eo. 

Mue. Catiieeixz. Don’t trust yonrself! 

llAcmciL Yes, 1 do trust myself. Good-bye. [Goes otd. 


Curtain. 



ACT II 


FIRST SCENE 

The Auhcrge des Adrets: a cafe in sixtecnih century style, with 
a suggestion of stage effect. Tables and easy-chairs arc 
scattered in comers and nooks. The 'walls are decorated 
with armour and xceapons. Along the ledge of the tcains- 
coting stand glasses and jugs. 

Maurice and HE^'RIETTE are in evening dress and sit facing 
each other at a table on tohich stands a bottle of champagne 
and three filled glasses. The third glass is placed at that 
side of the table which is nearest the background, and there 
an easy.chair is kept ready for the still missing “third 'man.” 

Maurice. [Puts his watch in front of himself on the table] 
If he doesn’t get here -within the neid five minutes, he isn’t 
coining at all. And suppose in the meantime we drink with 
his ghosL [Touches the third glass with the 'rim of his own. 
Henriette. [Doing the same] Here’s to you, Adolphe! 
Maurice. He won’t come. 

Hexriette. He will come. 

Maurice. He won’t. 

Henriette. He wUl. 

Maurice. IVhat an evening! "What a wonderful day! I 
can hardly grasp that a new life has begim. Think only: 
the manager believes that I may count on no less than one 
hundred thousand francs. I’ll spend twenty thousand on a 
villa outside the city. That leaves me eighty thousand. I 
w on t be able to take it all in until to-morrow, for I am tired, 
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llrfd. tired. ISiiiU bark into the cAcirJ Hare you eref Wt 
really happy? 

IIcfKirrrE. Never. Iloir docs it feel? 

MamicE. 1 don’t quite know bow to put it I cannot ex- 
press it, but I seem cLiefiy to l>c thiaUog of the diagrin of 
my enemies. It isn’t nkc. but that’s the way it «• 
IlESRinTE. Is it happbess to be fhiokiog of one’s 

Micmct. ^’by, the vvclot b*s to count hU killed and 
wounded eaetniea in ordee to gauge the extent of bis victory. 
IlEyRiimx. iVrc you as bloodthtrsty as all that? 

IdAciRCC. Perhaps not. Bui when you have felt the prc»* 
sure of other people's heels od your chest for years, it must he 
pleasant to shake oS the enemy sad drew a full breath at 
last. 

Ocreimc. Don't j-ou find it strange that ym are sittiog 
here, alone with me, an uwgnificaot girl practically unkaows 
to you — and on an erenhig like thb, when you ought to hare 
a craruig to show yourself like s triumphant hero to all Uic 
people, on the bouleraids. in the big realaoraals? 

Macsicx. Of course, it’s rather funny, but it feels good to 
be here, and your company is all I care for. 

IIejfBU.fl a. You don't look very hilarious. 
hlacBicE. No, 1 feel rather sad, and I should like to weep 
a little. 

niufBiETta tTbat is the meaning of that? 
j MArBicB. It b fortune conscious of its own nothingness 
and wmting for misfortune to appear. 

ncN-BlETTB. Oh my. how Sadi kVhal is it you are missing 
anyhow? 

ilACSiCE. I miss the only ihiug that ^res value to life. 
HinfeixTTB. So yon love her no looger then? 

Jlarsicx. Not in the way 1 understand We. Do you 
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lliink slie lias read my play, or tliat slic wants to see it? Oli, 
slic is so good, so sclf-sacrificing and considerate, but to go 
out witli me for a night’s fun she would regard as sinful. 
Once I treated her to champagne, j’ou know, and instead of 
feeling happy over it, she picked up the wine list to see what 
it cost. And when she read the price, she wept — wept be- 
cause Marion was in need of new stockings. It is beautiful, 
of course: it is touching, if yon please. But I can get no 
pleasure out of it. And I do want a little pleasure before 
life runs out. So far I have had nothing but privation, but 
now, now — ^life is beginning for me. [The clock strikes twelve] 
Now begins a new day, a new eral 
Heneiettb. Adolphe is not coming. 

Maurice. No, now he won’t come. And now it is too 
late to go back to the Cremcric. 

Heneiette. But tliey are waiting for you. 

Maurice. Let them wait. They have made me promise 
to come, and I take back my promise. Are you longing to 
go there? 

Hemriette. On the contrary I 

Maurice. Will you keep me company then? 

Henriette. With pleasure, if you care to have me. 
Maurice. Otherwise I shouldn’t be asking you. It is 
strange, you know, tliat the victor’s wreath seems worthless 
if you can’t place it at the feet of some woman — that every- 
thing seems wortldess when you have not a woman. > ‘ . 

Henriette. You don’t need to be without a woman — ^j'ou? 1 
Maurice. Well, that’s the question. 

BLenriette. Don’t you know that a man is irresistible in 
his hour of sucecss and fame? 

ALaurice. No, I don’t know, for I have had no experience 
of it. 
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HEvfnrm:. You an* a «jo«r»ort! At ibU oiotoroU ’'bfo 
j’oti are the roost ctirittl nan io Fanii yo*l »'t here and brooA 
PcrlLips your con^dmce u troubling you becatue you tav* 
negfocled Ibal bviuUoo to drtnk ehicory eoffw «ilb li'* 
old lady orrr «t the milfc abi^? 

SIactuce. Yes, ray cotraciooee {.« tioubUn^ ra« oo lliat 
*ct«, aod ercn bere I am aware of thdr rwentraent, tbf'tf 
Imrt fecUng*. their well-founded tflCer. Sfy eofliradM 5fl 
distress tad the right to demand my presence tiii# eveting* 
The good Sfadaine Cothenoe had a pririle^ed claim on 
ray success, from wtucti a glimmee of hope was to spread over 
it* poor fcDowa who have not yet stKceeiled. And I hare 
robbed them of their faith in me. I can Lear the wose* they 
hare l»eeo malueg: “Maurice will corae, for he is t good 
teltow: he doesn't <I«spise us, and he never fails to Lerp ids 
word.” K'ow I have made them forswear tbemseives. 

ir^tle ha i* attll sprof-ray. aomrtody in Ms not roo« haa 
icyun lo play iha finaU cf Ifteihom'* Sonata in 
b-ninor {Op. SI, Ko. sh The nfZryrrfto « firH 
played piano, ttm moreforU, and oi lajf pauiorudels, 
twUnlly, tciUi eomplele aiandan. 

SLtesres. tVho can bo ptaying at this time of the night? 

IlENTttFm:. Probably >ome njgbtbirds of the aame kind 
as wc. Dut listepi Your presentation of the ease b uol 
correct. Remember that Adolphe promised to meet us t^. 

waited for him. and he faded to ieep hi, promise; So 
tnat you are not to blacm>~w 


iu™c» To„ Ibu, TOO, ,^ 1 !^ 1 

S'.’v™’ ’'r r”“ «“I>- "J ^.laciac 

tVhat have you m that package? 


IIcsTiitrrt, Oh. it is only a lanret wreath that I 
Bend up to the stage, but I hod »o chance to do ao. 

^ve it to you iiotv---it is said to hare « cxjoliog e&et 


meant to 
InVme 
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ing forelieads. [She rises and crowns him with the wreath; then 
she hisses him on the forehead] Hail to the victor! 

Matieice. Don’t! 

HENKTErxE. [Kneeling] Hail to the King! 

Matjhice. [Risirig] No, now you scare me. 

Hexhiette. You timid man! You of little faith who are 
afraid of fortune even! Who robbed j'ou of your self-assur- 
ance and turned you into a dwarf? 

Matjhice. A dwarf? Yes, you are right. I am not work- 
ing up in the clouds, like a giant, with crashing and roaring, 
but I forge my weapons deep down in the silent heart of the 
mountain. You think that my modesty shrinks before the | 
victor’s wreath. On the contrarj’’, I despise it: it is not 
enough for me. You think I am afraid of that ghost with 
its jealous green eyes which sits over there and keeps watch 
on my feelings — the strength of which you don’t suspect. 
Away, ghost! [He brushes the third, untouched glass off the 
table] Away with you, you superfluous third person you 
absent one who has lost your rights, if you ever had any. 
You stayed away from the field of battle because you knew 
yourself already beaten. As I crush this glass imder my foot, 
so I will crush the image of yourself which you have reared ■ 
in a temple no longer yours. 

Hexhiette. Good! That’s the way! Well spoken, my 
hero! 

Matjhice. Now I have sacrificed my best friend, my most j ■ 
faithful helper, on your altar, Astarte! Are you satisfied? 

Hexriette. Astarte is a pretty name, and I II keep it 
I tliink you love me, Mavuice. 

Ma.tjrice. Of course I do — Woman of evil omen, you 
who stir up man’s courage with your scent of blood, whence 
do you come and where do you lead me? I loved you before 
I saw you, for I trembled when I heard them speak of you. 



THERE ARE CRIMES 


SI 

iVnd when I saw }-ou in tLe doanray, your soul poured itself 
info mme. And when you left, IcouW sliU feel j’oai presence 
in my arms. I wanted to flee from you, but somelWng held 
me back, and Ibis erenmg we lui« been driren tosether »s 
the prej- is driven into Uie bnatcr’e net ^Vhose is the fault? 
Your friend's, who pandered foriul 
nEN-RnrtTE. Pault or no fault: what does it matter, and 
what docs it mean? — Adolphe has been at fault m not 
bringing us together before. He Is guilty of having stolen 
from us two weeks of bliss, to which be had no right himself. 
I am Jealous of him on your behalf. 1 hate him because 
be has cheated you out of your mUireas. I should hie to 
blot him from the host of the litring. and his memory with 
him — wipe him oat of the past even, make him unmade, 
unborn ! 

Machtce. Well, we'll bury him beneath out own memories. 
We'II com him with leaves and branches far out in the wild 
woods, and then well pile atone cat lop of the mound so that 
be will never look up again, (ftoislag hii glas$l Our fate U 
sealed. Woe unto us ! What w 31 come ne*t? 

flccaimTB. Next comes the new era — What have you 
in that package? 
hlAUBiCE. I cannot remember. 

(0/vns JAe paei-oge and taie* oaf o tU end a 
Jw'iV of glorra] That tie is a fri^l! It must have cost at 
least fifty coiUmes. 

Mavhicx. (SnofcAinp lAr ttiag* amg/nm her] Dcai’t you 
touch thcffil 

HmfmEtTE. They ore from her? 
itamuCE. Yes. they arc. 

IlEjfanrtTE. Give them to me. 

^mucE. No, .he’s Iwtler than we. better' than 
body else. 
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HrantETTE. I don’t believe it. She is simply stupider and 
stingier. One who weeps because you order cliampagne 

hlAmucE. tDicn the cliild was without stockings. Yes, 
she is a good woman. 

HenmettE. Philistine! You’ll never be an artist. But I 
am an artist, and I’ll make a bust of you with a shopkeeper's 
cap instead of the laurel wreath — Her name is Jeanne? 

hLvtmicE. How do you know? 

HENniETTE. “Why, that’s the name of all housekeepers. 

MAunicE. Henriette! 

HnxniETTE takes the lie and the gloves and throws them 
into (he fireplace, 

hlAUnicE. [Weakly] Astartc, now’ j’ou demand tlie sacri- 
fice of women. You shall have them, but it you ask for 
innocent children, too, then I’ll send you packing. 

HE^'nIETrE. Can you tell me what it is that binds you to 
me? 

hlAtmicE. If I only knew, I should be able to tear myself 
away. But I believe it must be those qualities which you 
have and I lack. I believe that the evil within you draws 
me wdth the irresistible lure of novelty. 

Hekhiette. Have you ever committed a crime? '' 

Maurice. No real one. Have j'ou? 

Henriette. Yes. 

Maurice. Well, how did you find it? 

Henriette. It was greater tlian to perform a good deed, 
for by that we arc placed on equality with others; it was 
greater than to perform some act of heroism, for by that we 
are raised above others and rewarded. That crime placed 
me outside and beyond life, society, and my fellow-beings. 
Since then I am living only a partial life, a sort of dream life, 
and that’s why reality never gets a hold on me. 

Maurice. What was it you did? 
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noiiBiWE. 1 Wt till, for H«i J-oo '»"” S'* 

again. 

MiuajcB. Can you nc«» l>e IoiuhJ out* 

IIo-aiErn:. Never. But that doca not prevent me fw® 
seeing, frwiucntly, the 6ve at the ® IlcKpie » 

where the scaffold used toatand; and for thw reason nev 

dare to open a pock of cards, as I always turn up e v 
spot of diamonds. 

Macbice. Was it that kind of a crime? 

HErnupm:. Yea, it trns that kind. 

' SCsCBiCE. or course, it'a bomWe. hut it is interesting- 
Have you no conscience? , , 

UcOi^rrE. None, but I ahouW be grateful if ycu woW 


talk of aomethlog else. 

Hitowcs. Suppose »e talk ofWove? 

Henutrrra. Of that you don’t talk until it Is over. 
JlatraiCE. Have you been in love with Adolphe? 
IIEITRIBTTE. I don’t know. Ihe goodnw ol his nature 
drew tne like some beautiful, all but vanished memory of 
childhood. Yet there was wueb about his person that of- 
fended mj- eye, 90 that t had to spend a long time retouching, 
altering, adding, subtracting, before I could make a present- 
able figure of him. When h« talked. I could notice that he 
had learned from you, and the lesson was often badly digested 
and awkwardly applied. You can imagine then how miser- 
able the copy must appear now. when I am permitted to 
study the original. That’s why he was afraid of having ns 
two meet; and when it did happen, be understood at once 
that hia time was up. 

SlAtnacB. Poor Adoipbel 

IlESBirm:. I feel sorry f« Um, too, as X know he must 
be suffering beyond all bound s- — ' 

Macbicb. Shi Somebody » coming. 
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Hekriette. I wonder if it could be lie? 

Maxtrice. That would be unbearable, 

Hexeiette. No, it isn’t he, but if it had been, how do J'ou 
think tile situation would have shaped itself? 

Matiiuce. At first he would have been a litUe sore at you 
because he had made a mistake in regard to the meeting- 
place — and tried to find us in several other cafes — ^but his 
soreness would have changed into pleasure at finding us — and 
seeing that we had not deceived him. And in Uic joy at 
haxdng wronged us by his suspicions, he would love both of 
us. And so it would make him happy to notice that we had 
become such good friends. It had always been his dream 
— hm! he is making the speech now — his dream that the three 
of us should form a triumvirate that could set the world a 
great example of friendship asking for nothing — “Yes, 1 
trust you, Maurice, partly because you arc my friend, and 
partly because your feelings are tied up elsewhere.” 

Hesiuette. Bravo! You must have been in a similar 
situation before, or you couldn’t give such a lifelike picture 
of it. Do you know that Adolphe is just that land of a i 
third person who cannot enjoy his mistress witliout having 
his friend along? 

MAtnucE. That’s why I had to be called in to entertain 
you — Hush! There is somebody outside — It must be he. 

HnNRiEnE. No, don’t you know these are the hours when 
ghosts walk, and then you can see so many things, and hear 
them also. To keep awake at night, when you ought to be 
sleeping, has for me the same charm as a crime; it is to place 
oneself above and beyond the laws of nature. 

hlAUBicE. But the punishment is fearful — I am shivering 
or quivering, with cold or with fear. 

Henhiette. [TFrops her opera cloah ahotd him] Put this 
on. It will make you warm. 
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Matoice. Thai’s nice. It u u if I irere insWe of your 
skin, as if nsy Locl^ had bc«> melted up by lack of sle^ and 
were being remoulded ia your shape. I can feel the moold- 
ing process going on. Bat I am also growing a new soul, 
new thoughts, and here, where your bosom has left an un- 
preasion, I can feel tny own bcSinning to bulge. 

During thit enlift seme, tht pianisl in lAs room Aai 
hten pradieing Ihe SonMa la D-m»«or, romrtima 
pianusitiu, tnmrtinft ttiUlg fartiuino; roar end 
then he hat Lept tUmt for a little tchSe, end cl ctXrr 
limet nothing hat been heard hut a port tf thejinole: 
bar* 00 to 107. 

IVhat a mooster, to nt there aO eight prscUciag 
CD the piano. It gives me a akk feeling- Bo ivu Lsorr 
what I propose? Let us dritw out to the Bols de Boulogne 
and take breakfast m the PaviliMi, and see the sun rise o^'er 
the lakes. 

IlcniOTrE. Bully! 

MarmcE. But first of all 1 most arrange to har-e my nuul 
and the morning papers sent out by nsttsenger to the Paril- 
^ wn. Tell me, llenrietle: shall we insite Adolphe? 

HEjfRXETMS. Oh, that’s going too far! But why not? 
The ass ean also be harnesed to the triumphsl chariot. 
Let Mm come. vp. 

MaewcE. {PoliBy ojrthe ctoalj Then FD ring. 

UEXarai fE. Wait a moment! 

{7%rotc» herttlj into hU ormt. 

Curtain. 
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SECOND SCENE 

A large, splcndidli/ Jurmshcd rcslaiirant room in the Bois dc 
Boulogne. It is richly carpeted and full of mirrors, casy- 
chairs, and dicans. There are glass doors in the hack- 
ground, and beside them tcindows overlooking the lakes. 

In the foreground a table is spread, icith flowers in ike 
centre, bowls full of fruit, wine in decanters, oysters on 
platters, many different kinds of wine glasses, and Uco 
lighted candelabra. On the right there is a round table 
full of netespapers and telegrams. 

Maurice and Hexiuette arc sitting opposite each other at 
this small table. 

The sun is just rising outside. 

Maurice. There is no longer any doubt about it. The 
newspapers tell me it is so, and these telegrams congratulate 
me on my success. This is the beginning of a new life, and ’ 
my fate is wedded to yours by this night, when you were the 
only one to share my hopes and my triumph. From your 
hand I received the laurel, and it seems to me as if every- 
thing had come from you. 

Hexriette. "What a wonderful night! Have we been ! 
dreaming, or is this something we have really lived through? 

Maurice, [ffisfnj] xVnd what a morning after such a 
night! I feel as if it were the world’s first day that is now 
being illmmned by tlie rising sun. Only this minute was the 
earth created and stripped of those white films that are now 
floating off into space. There lies the Garden of Eden in the J * 
rosy light of dawn, and here is the first human couple — Do ) t 
yon know, I am so happy I could cry at the thought that all 
mankind is not equally happy — Do you hear that distant 
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murmur as ot ocean waves beating against a rod .7 shore, m 
of wincis sweeping througb a forest? Do you know what it 
is? It b Paris wbispering my name. Do you see the columos 
of smote that rise skj'wanl in thousands and tens of thou- 
sands? They are the fires buroiag on my altars, and if that 
be not so, then it must become so, for I wBl it. At this 
moment all the telegraph iastruments of Europe are clictiog 
out my name. The Oriental Eiprrss Is esrtying the news- 
papers to the Far East, toward the rising sun; and the ocean 
steamers are carrying them to the utmost West. The earth 
is mine, and for that reason it is beautiful. Now I should 
like to have wings for os two, so that we might rise from here 
and fly far, far away, before anybody can soil my happlce**, 
before envy has • chance to wake me out of my dxeam-^for 
it is probably a <lreani! 

HcnurrrE. (/loWing out her hand ta Aim] Here j^ou <*o 
feel that you are not dreaming. 

htscrucK. Tt is not a dream, but it bas bceo one. As a 
poor young man, jnu know, when 1 was walking in the woods 
down there, and looked up to this Pavilion, it looked to nie 
Idee a fairy castle, and always roy thoughts carried me up 
to this room, with the balooay outside and the heavy curlauis, 
as to a place of supreme bliss. To be sitting here in company 
with a beloved woman and s*^ the sun rise while the candles 
were sUll burning in the caadelahra: that was the most' 
audacious dream of my youth. Now it has come true, and 
now 1 have no more to ask of life— Do you want to die 
now, together with me? 


nEsmETTE. No.youforf! Now I want to begin living. 

I aUcRiCE. IRu.-7.sl To Uvws that is to suffer! Now comes 
I redily. 1 can hear hra^^ewlie- rtiiS: He i, panting 
^th alarm, and his heart is beating with dread of having 
lost what it holds most precious. Can you believe me if I 
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tell you tliat Adolplic is under lliis roof? YTilliin a minute 
lie will be standing in Ibc middle ot tliis floor. 

Henriette. [Alarmedl It was a stupid trick to ask him 
to come here, and I am already regretting it — Well, wc 
shall see anyhow it your forecast ot the situalsou proves 
correct. 

Mauhice. Oh, it is easy to he mistaken about a person’s 
feelings. 

Tha Heab WjOTEn cnlcrs tcUh a card. 

Mattmce. Ask the gentleman to step in. ITo HEKiUETtE] 

I am afraid we’ll regret this. 

Heotiette. Too late to think ot that now — Hushl 
AnoETOE enters, pale and hollow^i/cd. 

Mauiuce. [Trying to speak vnconcerncdly] There j’ou arel 
What became of you last night? 

Adoephe. I looked tor you at the Hotel des Arrets aud 
waited a whole hour. 

M.WBICE. So you went to tlic wrong place. Wc were 
waiting several hours tor you at the Auberge dcs Adrets, and 
wc are still waiting for you, as you see. 

AnoiffHE. [Relieved] Thank heaven! 

Henriette. Good morning, Adolphe. You arc always 
expecting the worst and worrying yourself needlessly. I 
suppose you imagined that wc wanted to avoid your com- 
pany. And though you see that we sent for you, you arc 
still thinking yourself superfluous, 

Adoepkb. Pardon me: I was wrong, but the night was 
dreadful. 

They sit down. Embarrassed silence follows. 
Henriette. [Po Adoephe] Well, ate you not going to 
congratulate Maurice on his great success? 

AnoEPaE, Oh, yes! Your success is the real thing, and 
envy itself cannot deny it. Evcrytlung is giving way before 
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you, and cveo I hare a sense of my own smaQaess in your 
presence. 

SliTTRicx. Nonsense^ Elainette, sre you not going to 
offer Adoiplie a glass of wute? 

Adolphi:. Tbank you, not for me— ^Uiing at all! 
HzjfRnriTE. [7V> AnoiniE] IVhat’s the matter with you? 
Are you HI? 

Adolphe. Not yet. but 

Hen-hiette. yourejfs 

Adolphe. Wbat of them? 


MaraicE. What happened at tie Crfaserie last night? I 
suppose they are angry witi toe? 

Adolphe. Nobody is aogry sriti yon, but your absence 
caused a depression vhteb it btirt me to watch. But nobody 
was angry with you, bclkee toe. Yoor friends uadaatood,' 
and they regarded your failure to come with sympathetic fee- 
hcarance. Madame Catherine brrsclf defended yon and pro- 
posed your health. We aU rejwxd in your success as if it 
had been our own. 

irmtwETTE. Well, those are nice people! What good 
fneods you have, Maurice. 


ilacsiCE. Yes. better than I deserve. 

Adolphe. Nobody has better friends than he deserves, 

Tl ^ Caa*» 

L- L ^ ti^fay by dl the kind thoughts 

‘i*’ Jtw from a thousand breasts? 

‘r.'- 

,li.i 
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You see, we are a little better than our reputation after all. 
And that thought malies them better. 

HEffHEETTE tries to hide her emotion. 

AnoiiPHE. Am I in the way? Just let me warm myself a 
little in your sunshine, Maurice, and then I’ll go. 

AIatoice. Why should you go when you have only just 
arrived? 

AnoiiPHE. Why? Because I have seen what I need not 
have seen; because I know now that my hour is past. [Pause] 
That you sent for me, I take as an expression of thoughtful- 
ness, a notice of what has happened, a frankness that hurts 
less than deceit. You hear that I think well of my fellow- 
beings, and this I have learned from you, Maurice. [Pai/se] 
But, my friend, a few moments ago I passed through the 
Church of St. Germain, and there I saw a woman and a 
child. I am not wishing that you had seen them, for what 
has happened cannot be altered, but if you gave a thought 
or a word to them before you set them adrift on the waters 
of the great city, then you could enjoy your happiness un- 
dbturbed. And now I bid you good-by. 

HENniETTE. Why must you go? 

Adoephe. And you ask that? Do you want me to tell 
you? 

Henriette. No, I don’t. 

Adoephe. Good-by then! [Goes out. 

Maurice. The Fall: and lo! “they knew that they were 
naked.” 

Henhiette. IVhat a difference between this scene and the 
one we imagined! He is better than we. 

Maurice. It seems to me now as it all the rest were 
better than we. 

Henriette. Do you see that the sun has vanbhed behind 
clouds, and that the woods have lost their rose coloiu:? 
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MjirBiCE. Yes. I gee, »nd lie Uue laic has tunied bbcL 
Let us flee to some place wLeie the sly « alMys blue snd the 
trees are always green. 

UcNBirTTE. Yes, lei us—but without any farcwelli. 

Macsice. No, Tfith farewells. 

Heskitite. were to fly. You spoke of wings— «<i 
your feet are of lead. I aa> not jealous, but if you go to say 
farewdl and gel two pairs of arms arouad your neck— Ibeo 
you can’t tear yourself away. 

Mackic^ Pcrhapn you are right, but only one pair of 
little arms is needed to bold me fast. 

Hesbiette. It is the ehM that bold* you then, and not 
the woman? 

hlavaicE. It i} the child. 

Be-s KILTIE. The child! Another woman’s child! And 
for the sake of it I am to suffer. Why must that child block 
the way where I want to pus. and must pass? 

ItacBicE. Ya, why? It would be better if it had nercr 
existed. 

HESBtEnx. in’otZ^ eirttnfTjr (ock oad/ortii] Indeed! But 
now it does exlsE like a roA on the road, a rock set firmly 
in the ground, imsturable, so that it upsets the carriage. 

hlAcmcB. The triumphsl chariot! — The ass is driren to 
death, but the rock temslns. Curse it! [/’oust. 

HESBirtTE. There is DoUung lo do. 

hlacmcE. Yes, we most gel married, and t he" ovr child 
will make us forget the oUkt one. 

HesBiETTE. This win Ida this! 

hlsumcE. lull! VThst luod of word b that? 

IlEjfRiEiTE. [Ctttnfing tone] ’Tour child will kill our lore. 

aXscsfCE. No. eirl. our love wifl 131 whatever stand* in 
lb way. but it wDJ aol be iaBe«L 

IlEswrrTE. {Oyens « ff gordf tj/ing tm thr manCrpiftr) 
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Look at it! Five-spot of diamonds — the scaffold! Can it 
be possible that our fates arc determined in advance? That 
our thoughts arc guided ns if through pipes to the spot for 
which they are bound, witliout cliance for us to stop them? 
But I don’t want it, I don’t want it! — Do you realise that 
I must go to the scaffold if my crime should be discovered? 

MAtrmcE. Tell me about your crime. Now is the time 
for it. 

Hekihette. No, I should regret it afterward, and you 
would despise me — no, no, no! — Have you ever heard that 
a person could be hated to death? Well, my father incurred 
the hatred of my mother and my sisters, and he melted away 
like wax before a fire. Ugh! Let us talk of something else. 
And, above all, let us get away. The air is poisoned here. 
To-morrow your laurels will be withered, tlic triumph will 
be forgotten, and in a week another triumphant hero will 
hold the public attention. Away from here, to work for 
new victories! But first of all, Maurice, you must embrace 
your child and provide for its immediate future. You don’t 
have to see tlie mother at all. 

Mattrice. Thank you ! Your good heart does you honour, 
and 1 love you doubly when you show the kindness you gen- 
erally hide. 

Heotiiette. And then you go to the Cremerie and say 
good-by to the old lady and your friends. Leave no unset- 
tled business behind to make your mind heavy on our trip. 

Maurice. I’ll clear up everything, and to-night we meet 
at the railroad station. 

Henriette. Agreed! And then: away from here — away 
toward the sea and the sun! 


Curtain. 



ACT in 

FIRST SCENE 

In a* Crhntrie. The gat is {U. Mme, CinrteiSE « stated 
td lie Counter, Asotrac at a talU. 

Iiluc. CiTHtBcfB. Such is lifct Mcfflseiur Adolphe- But 
you young ones sre slyrsys dcmsitdiiig too bucK and VheB 
yon come here and btnbbcf ocw it afler^^anl 

Aixjijm^. No, h isn’t thst. 1 reptcach oobody, sod 1 
am as fond as eeef of both of thettt. But there U one UmiS 
that snahee roe sick at heart- You tee, I thought mow of 
hlaurtce than of anybody eke; so totsch that I wouldn’t have 
grudged him anything that omjM give him pleasure— hut 
sow I have lost his, and it hurts me worse than the loss of 
her. I have lost both of them, and so roy lootdincss is made 
doubly pidnful, <Vnd then there is $t3] soselhing else which 
I have not yet been able to clear up. 

hlstn- CaTSEsem Dou’t brood so such. VTork and di- 
vert yourself. Now. for iostance, doyou ever go to churchf 
Asoif^ What should I do there? 

^ MifC. CATOEBcnc. Oh, there’s so mneb to Icwt at, aod 
• then there is the tausic, Ttiete is nothin;; commonplace 
about it. at least. 

AdoUw:. Terhaps not. But I don’t belong to that fold, 
I guess, for it never stirs me to any denliast. And then, 
Madame Catherine, faith is a ^t. they tell tac, and I haven’t 
got it yet. 

Mate, CataEBEfe. tVeB, wait tiU you get It— But 
what is tJas I heard » wl^e ugoj Xs it true that you have 
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sold a picture in London for a high price, and that you have 
got a medal? 

AnonenE. Yes, it’s true. 

Mme. Cathemn'e. Merciful heavens! — and not a word do 
j'ou say about it? 

Adoephe. I am afraid of fortune, and besides it seems 
almost worthless to me at this moment. I am afraid of it 
as of a spectre: it brings disaster to speah of having seen it. 

Mite. Cathekine. You’re a queer fellow, and that’s what 
5’ou have always been. 

Adolphe. Not queer at all, but I have seen so much mis- 
fortune come in the wake of fortune, and I have seen how 
adversity brings out true friends, while none but false ones 
appear in the hour of success — You asked me if I ever 
went to church, and I answered evasively. This morning I 
stepped into the Church, of St. Germain wthout really know- 
ing why I did so. It seemed as if I were looking for some- 
body in there — somebody to whom I could silently offer my 
gratitude. But I found nobody. Then I dropped a gold 
coin in the poor-box. It was all I could get out of my church- 
going, and that was rather commonplace, I should say. 

Mme. Cathebine. It was always something; and then 
it was fine to think of the poor after having heard good 
news. 

AD0I4PHE. It was nmther fine nor anything else: it was 
something I did because I couldn’t help myself. But some- 
thing more occurred while I was in the church. I saw 
Maurice’s girl friend, Jeanne, and her child. Struck down, 
crushed by his triumphal chariot, they seemed aware of the 
full extent of their misfortune. 

Mme. Catherine. ‘Well, children, I don’t know in what 
kind of shape you keep your consciences. But how a decent 
fellow, a careful and considerate man like Monsieur Maurice, 
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can all of a goclJen denwl a woman and her cli0d, that b 
somethiog I cannot explain. 

ADOLrnE. Kor can I explain iU and he doesn t seem to 
I understand it himself. I met them thb morning, and every* 
thing appeared quite natural to them, quite proper, as if they 
couldn't imagine anything else. It was as if they had been 
enjoying the salUfactian of a good deed or the fulfilment of 
a sacred duty. There are things, hfa dame Catherine, that 
'we «uuiot explain, and for thb reason It b not for us to 
judge. And besides, you saw bow it happened. Maurice 
felt tile danger in the air. I foresaw it and tried to prevent 
their meeting. Maurice wanted to run away from it, but 
nothing helped. TThy, It was as If a plot had been laid by 
some invuiblo power, and ss if they Lad been driven by guile 
into each other’s arms. Of course. 1 ant disqualified in thb 
case, but I aouldn’t hesitate to pronounce a verdict of ^not 
guilty.” 

Mue. CAmCRiNC. Writ. now. to he able to forgive as 
you do, that’s what I call religion. 

Adolfiie. Heavens, could it be that I am religious with- 
out knowing it. 

Mue. Cathxbim& But then, to let oneself be driven or 
tempted into evil, as Moosieur Maurice has done, means 
weakness or bad character. And if you feel yonr strength 
falling you, then you ask for help, and then you get it. But 
he was too eoncrited to do that— tVho u thb coming? 
The Abbe, I think. 

Adolphe. tMiat does be want here? 

ABBt. [Enters] Good cvcnuig, njadaine. Good evening. 
Monsieur. 

MbE. CAmrarsE. Can I be of any service? 

Has Monsieur Maorice, the aulbor. been here 
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Mme. Cathebine. Not to-day. His play has just been 
put on, and that is probably keeping him busy. 

Assh. I have — sad news to bring him. Sad in several 
respects. 

Mme. Cathehtne. May I ask of what kind? 

Assf:. Yes, it’s no secret. The daughter he had with that 
girl, Jeanne, is dead. 

Mme. Catherine. Dead! 

Adolthe. Marion dead! 

Abbe. Yes, she died suddenly this morning without any 
previous illness. 

Mme. Catherine. 0 Lord, who can tell Thy ways! ^ 
Abbe. The mother’s grief makes it necessary that Monsieur 
Maurice look after her, so we must try to find him. But 
first a question in confidence: do you know whether Monsieur 
Maurice was fond of the child, or was indifferent to it? 

MiiE. Catherine. If he was fond of Marion? 'Why, 
all of us know how he loved her. 

AnonPHE. There’s no doubt about that. 

Abbe. I am glad to hear it, and it settles the matter so far 
as I am concerned. 

Mme. Catherine. Has there been any doubt about it? 
Aunfe. Yes, imfortunately. It has even been rumoured in 
the neighbourhood that he had abandoned the child and its 
mother in order to go away with a strange woman. In a 
few hours this rumour has grown into definite accusations, 
and at the same time the feeling against him has risen to 
such a point that his life is threatened and he is being called 
a murderer. 

MiiE. Catherine. Good God, what is this? What does 
it mean? 

Annk. Now I’ll tell you my opinion — I am convinced 
that the man is innocent on this score, and the mother feels 
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CCTtam aboat it &9 I do. Bat appearances are against 
Monsieur Maurice, and I tbink lie will find it ratliCT bard 
to dear tirnsdl wben tie police cooje to queslioa him. 

Adolpbc. Hare the police gnt bold of the matter? 

Ansi. Yes, the police have bad to step in to protect him 
against all t>iiw ugly tumoura and the rage of the peeple. 
Trobabty the Commksaire wiD be here aoon. 

Sfsir.. flATirffHrvT- (Tb Adolpse] There you see what hap- 
pens when a man cannot tell the difference between good and 
evil, and when he trifles with vice. God will punish! 

AnoLPiTE. Then he is more merdless than man. 

Auat. \YhaV do you know about that? 

Adoubz. Not vcfj much, but I keep an eye on what 
happen s 

Aseh. And you understand H also? 

AsoLTSE. Not yet perhaps. 

AseL Let us look more elosely at the matter— Oh. beta 
comes the Commissaire. 

CosmraaaiRX- lEnlm) GeDtlcuKn— Madame Catherine— 
I hare to trouble you for a moment with a few questions 
concerning Monsieur Maurice. As yon haTC probably beard, 
be has become the object of a hideous rumour, which, by the 
by, I don’t beliere in. 

Mil*. CATHESErE. None of os beEevei m it cilher. 

CoMUisaAiBE. That slreuglbens my own opinioa, but for 
his own sake I must gire him a chance to defend himself. 

AbbL That’s right, and 1 guess he wiU find justice, al- 
though it may come hard. 

CosntiaaATEr. Appearances are very much against him. 
but I have seen guflUes* people reach the acaffold before their 
innocence was discovered. Let «ne UB you tiree is 
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mother, was secretly \'isitcd by tlic father, who seems to 
have made sure of the time when the child was to be found 
alone. Fifteen minutes after his visit the mother returned 
home and found the cliild dead. All this makes the position 
of the accused man very unpleasant — The post-mortem 
examination brought out no signs of violence or of poison, 
but the physicians admit the existence of new poisons that 
leave no traces behind them. To me all this is mere coin- 
cidence of the kind I frequently come across. But here’s 
something that looks worse. Last night Monsieur Maurice 
was seen at the Auberge dcs Adrets in companj' with a strange 
lady. According to the waiter, they were talking about 
crimes. The Place do Eoquette and the scaffold were both 
mentioned. A queer topic of conversation for a pair of 
lovers of good breeding and good social position! But even 
this may be passed over, as we know by experience that 
people who have been drinking and losing a lot of sleep seem 
inclined to dig up all the worst that lies at the bottom of 
their souls. Far more serious is the evidence given by the 
head waiter as to their cliampagne breakfast in the Bois de 
Boulogne thfe morning. He says that he heard them wish the 
life out of a child. The man is said to have remarked that, 
“It would be better if it had never existed.” To which the 
woman replied: “Indeed! But now it does exist.” And as 
they went on talking, these words occurred: “This will kill 
this!” And the answer was: “Kill! "What kind of word is 
that?” And also: “The five-spot of diamonds, the scaffold, 
the Place de Roquette.” All this, you see, will be hard to 
get out of, and so will the foreign jomney planned for this 
evening. These are serious matters. 

AnouPHE. He is lost! 

Mme. Catheeine. That’s a dreadful story. One doesn’t 
know what to believe. 
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AdbL This b not the work of man. God have mercy on 
him! 

Adolfhc. lie b in the net. and he wQ] never get out of it. 

hluE. CATSEncoL lie had no business to get in. 

Adolpbs. Do you begm to suspect him abo, hlsdame 
Catherine? 

Mme. CAT UE R PrE . Yea and no. Ihavegotbeyondhaving 
an opinion in thi« matter. Have you not seen angeb turn 
into devib just as you turn your band, and then become 
angeb again? 

CosnnsSATRE. It certainly does loot queer. However, 
ve'II have to wait and hear what explanations he can give. 
So one will be judged unheard. Good eveojog. gentlemen. 
Good evening, Madame Catberioe. [libra out. 

AdbL Thu b not the work of mao. 

Adolpug. No. it looks as tf demons had been at work for 
the undoing of man. 

I Aob£. It b either a puabbrnent for secret mbdecds, or it 
b a terrible test. 

JGA^'^'E. lEnierr, drraanf wi mourntngl Good evening. 
Pardon me for asking, but have you seen Monsieur hXaurtcc? 

itluie. Catkebike. No. madanje, bat I think he may be 
here any minute. You haven’t met him then since 

j£A>'NX. Not since thb morning. 

_ Msie. CATncHBE. Lct me tcU you that I share in your 
' great sorrow. 

Jea>t.'e. Thank you, madame, [J"o lie Annf-] So you are 
here. Father. 

Assh. Yes, my child. I thought I might be of some use 
to you. And it was fortonatev as it gave me a chance to 
speak to the Commissairc. 

Jeanne. The Commissairef He doesn't suspect Maurice 
abo, docs he? 
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Ansfi. No, he doesn’t, and none of us here do. But ap- 
pearances are against him in a most appalling manner. ' 
Jeakke. You mean on account of the talk the waiters 
overheard — ^it means nothing to me, who luis heard such 
things before when Maurice had had a few drinks. Then it 
is his custom to speculate on crimes and their punishment. 
Besides it seems to have been the woman in his company 
who dropped the most dangerous remarks. I should like to 
have a look into that woman’s eyes. 

Adolphe. Mj' dear Jeanne, no matter how much harm 
that woman may have done you, she did nothing nath evil 
intention — in fact, she had no intention whatever, but just 
followed the promptings of her nature. I know her to be a 
good soul and one who can very well bear being looked 
straight in tile eye. 

Je-^not. Y’our judgment in this matter, Adolphe, has 
great value to me, and I believe what you say. It means 
that I cannot hold anybody but myself responsible for what 
has happened. It is my carelessness that is now being ' 
punished. [She legim fo cry. 

Abbi:. Don’t accuse yourself unjustly! I know j'ou, and 
the serious spirit in which you have regarded your mother- 
hood. That your assumption of tiiis responsibility had not 
been sanctioned by religion and the civil law was not your 
fault. No, we are here facing something quite different. 
Adolphe. 'What then? 

Abbe. "Who can tell? 

Henhiexte enters, dressed in travelling suit. 

AdoIjPhe. [Rises wUli an air of determination and goes to 
mcei Henkiette] You here? 

Henriette. Yes, where is Maurice? 

Adolphe. Do you know — or don’t you? 

Heniuette. I know evctylliing. Excuse me, Madame 
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Ctlhmne, b«t 1 was to *Urt wwl atotJaltly tad to 
*tpp Id hwe n momeaL {r» Aoomtx] TMio u llial wacasa? 


-Ob’ 


Hcxiucm: aai JuNncz tisre eS nei cOfr. 

E « n x appem in iiitltfn door. 
nEXBitTTt. iro Je-Ctni) I ou^Kt to say sonsrtlaag, bat 
it matteia voy tittle, for aartliiog I ny oast sooad like 
M> iiwult or a ffloefcrry. Bel if 1 ask yon *iioply to bdWre 
that I »li»ra yoor drrp Kirrov as innA as aaybedy staacKag 
dasrr to yea, Ibm yoo Dost Dot tura t^ny troD cat. Yoo 
rausto'l. for I draerrr your pity if not yoor forbraraaee. 

IZ7e£i!s ovi ier Xand. 
Itixxz. herd at irt) I bdjrrT yoa Tici«— asid D lit 
next DODRkt I ijcra't. ITolu ILcxsnm’a hand, 

HcrsttTTB. [Rutn Je.txxs a kmil Tbask yoo! 

Jurxt. (preirtny fcofk *rr tanj] Oh, don't, I d<» 
Krvr it! I don't demre it! 

A*Bt. rardoo tar. but ytVlt wa u« FslberwJ hm and 
MTOs to preraH Irmportritr at tfast. iroa't yoe. 
Slademois^e Hrorirtt^ tied aoae light into aD U» uaerr. 
tMty aod darknras suiTouwfiag tto main juMt of aftstst- 
I Mk roa, as a friend asaong friends, to tefl ns »hat 
yw^^t alii aU liai uik aW kiffiag. and crime, and 
•it, .1 j' R«J«rtle. That your aords tad do nmotrUoa 
r f • ^ child, we have nasKi to bclievr, but 

talfc,- „ P'^'**^**'^*®*’™’***® bear what you were ffally 
t^abanL Wtywtrilta? 

t^, K<,i 

AsB£.This B not the woAofmaal 
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Heneiette. Oh, that this moment had to come! And in 
this manner! lITo Jeaiine] Madame, I swear that I am not 
guhty of your child’s death. Is that enough? 

Je-ANNE. Enough for us, but not for Justice. 

HEOTsiErTE. Justice! If you knew how true j’our words are! 
ABBfc. [To Henkiette] And if you knew what you were 
saying just now! 

Heneiette. Do you know that better than I? 

AbbI:. Yes, I do. 

Heneiette holes fixedly al the ABBfc. 

ABBf:. Have no fear, for even if I guess your secret, it will 
not be exposed. Besides, I have nothing to do with human 
justice, but a great deal with divine mercy. 

Maeiucb. [Eiiiers hasiUy, dressed for iravelUng. Be doesn't 
hole at tlie others, who arc standing in the hacleground, but goes 
straight up io the counter, where Mme. Catiiekenb is sitting,] 
You are not angry at me, Madame Catherine, because I 
didn’t show up. I have come now to apologise to you be- 
fore I start for the South at eight o’clock this evening. 
Mue. Cathekine is too startled io say a word. 

Maubice. Then you are angry at me? [Looks around] 
What does all this mean? Is it a dream, or what is it? Of 
course, I can see that it is all real, but it looks like a wax 
cabinet — There is Jeanne, looking like a statue and dressed 
m black — And Henriette looking like a corpse — What 
does it mean? 

AU remain silent. 

MtUBiCE. Nobody answers. It must mean something 
dreadful. [Silencel But speak, please! Adolphe, you are my 

friend, what is it? [Pointing to Emile] And there is a de- 
tective! 

Adolphe. [Comes forward] You don’t know then? 
Maueice. Nothing at all. But 1 must know! 
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Adolphe. VTcn. then — Mvioa is dead. 

SIaceiCE. Slaiioa—^ead? 

Adolphe. Yn, sbe dieti Uus iBoromg. 
iliCBiCH. {To Jeu^niI So that's ■why y®H “ motiro- 
iBg. Snaof, JeaoDe. who haa d<Me this ID us? 

Je-Cwe. np who bolds life and death in his Land. 
MaChice. But I saw her Ipokia}! well and happy tlds 
BJoroing. How did it happen? Who did it? Somebody 
must have done it? [DU eyes seek IlDrBiErtD- 

Adolphe. Don't looh for the guOly one here, for there is 
BMie to be fooed. Cnfortunately the polk* hare tnmed 
their suspidon to a direetkn where none ocghl to erat. 
Maduoc. ^Vhat dircetion is that? 

AoOLPSE. Well— }-ou may as wdl Lbow that year recUesa 
talk last Dight and this morabg has placed you is a tight 
that is aaythiog but faroonble. 

hlaraicE. So they were listening to os. Let ate see. what 
Were we swiog— I remembtrl— Then I am leal! 

Adolphe. But if yon explain your thoughtless words we 
win believe you. 

hlaCszCE. I cannot! .lad 1 wiU not! I shall be sent to 
prUoD. but it doesn’t matter. Marion is dead! Dead! 
.\nd I have lilled her! 

Generxii consiemolwn^ 

Adolphe. Think of what you are aayiogl Weigh yonr 
words! Do you realise what you anid just now? 

MsEBicE. What did I say? 

Adolphe. You said that yon had killed Marion. 
hlaCRicE. Is there a human being here who could believe 
me a murderer, and who eonld hold me capable of taking 
my own child’s life? You who know me. Madame Chlher- 
ine, UB me: do you beliere. can you beCeve— • 
hlsfE. CarnoccE. I don't know any longer what to be* 
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Heve. "What the heart thinketh the tongue speaketh. And 
your tongue has spoken evil words. 

Maxjeice. She doesn’t believe mel 

Adouhe. But explain yom words, man! Explain what 
you meant by saying that “your love would kill evcrj’thing 
that stood in its way.” 

hlAUHiCE. So they know that too — Are you willing to 
explain it, Henriette? 

Henriette. No, I cannot do that. 

Abbe. There is something VTong beliind all this and you 
have lost our sympathy, my friend. A while ago I could have 
sworn that you were innocent, and I wouldn’t do that now. 

Matjrice. {To Jeanne] What j'ou have to say means 
more to me than anything else. 

Jeanne. {Goldly\ Answer a question first: who was it you 
cursed during that orgie out there? 

Mattrice, Have I done that too? Majhe. Yes, I am 
guilty, and yet I am guiltless. Bet me go away from here, 
for I am ashamed of myself, and I have done more wrong 
than I can forgive myself. 

Henriette. [To Adoephe] Go with him and sec that he 
doesn’t do himself any harm. 

Adoephe. Shall I ? 

Henriette. Who else? 

Ai)Oij>he. [U^ithout bitterness} You are nearest to it Sh! 

A carriage is stopping outside. 

Mme. Catherine. It’s the Commissaire. Well, much as 
I have seen of life, I could never have believed that success ; 
and fame were such short-lived things. 

Maurice. lYo Henriette] Prom the triumphal chariot to 
the patrol wagon! 

Jeanne. [Simply] And the ass — ^who was that? 

AnoEPHE. Oh, that must have been me. 
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CouUTSSitSE, [En/<T<«rti&ajMjvrtiiAu£an^ A summons 
to Police IIea<lquaHcrs— l^wnljstjt. At once— lof Slotisktir 
Silaurice G4ranl— sad for Stademobdle llenriclte Maucicre 
—both here? 

Macbici: and nEVRiErre. Yet. 

ilArsiCE. Is this an armt? 

CosmisaArtE. Not yet. Only a summons. 

Mactoce. w\nd then? 

CoinnaMiaru We don’t know ycL 

Macbtc* and nEtBnrrrE go toteani tie doer. 

iliraics. Goodbye to alll 

Bttrjihodgthoic$emciion. The CoM>nsa.tiHB, HaCiace, 
and n p n u rrxE go ovL 

Eimx. (Eniff# and fete up le Jzisvt] Ko« ITJ take you 
tiomep sister. 

Jeaxke. And wlmt do you think ©f all this? 

Einue. The man is inoocttU 

Anofc. But as I see it, tl fa, and must always be, something 
despicable to bieaV one's promise, and it bccoraet unpaidon- 
able when a woman and her child are inrolved. 

Emtu , Well, I should ratbcT fed that way, loo, now when 
it concerns my «,wn sfater. but unfortunately I am prereated 
from throwing the first .U»e because I have done the same 
thing myself. 


ilBt Alliwgh I TO , 

TO TO twtog du»r. b«l Ihg „i 

lUtU to! u panuW b, ii. 

jBASBi, Prsy for bun! I-orbotbof tbora! 

Alinb. No. ro do noiHnj ”> Ibn biud. for 1, i. „ 

“toi r“' *>« «»»* ol Uro I«nf. Irul 

.hot bu. h,PTO.,d bTO ». indwJ. not tin wort of OTO 


Cfcrfcw. 
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SECOND SCENE 

The Auhcrge dee Adrds. Adolphe and Henhiette arc seated 
at the same iahlc where Madeice and Henhiette tcere 
sitting in the second act. A cup of coffee stands in front 
of Adolphe. Henhiette has ordered nothing. 

Adolphe. You believe then that he -will eome here? 

Henhiette. I am sure. He was rdeased this noon for 
lack of evidence, but he didn’t want to show himself in tlie 
streets before it was dark. 

Adolphe. Poor fellow! Oh, I tell you, life seems horrible 
to me since yesterday. 

Henhiette. And what about me? I am afraid to live, 
dare hardly breathe, dare hardly think even, since I know 
that somebody is spying not only on my words but on my 
thoughts. 

Adolphe. So it was here you sat that night when I couldn’t 
find you? 

Henhiette. Yes, but don’t talk of it. I could die from 
shame when I think of it. Adolphe, you are made of a dif- 
ferent, a better, stuff than he or I 

Adolphe. Sh, sh, sh! 

Henhiette. Yes, indeed! And what was it that made 
me stay here? I was lazy; I was tired; his success intoxi- 
cated me and bewitched me — I cannot explain it. But if 
you had come, it would never have happened. And to-day 
you are great, and he is small — ^less than the least of all. 
Yesterday he had one hundred thousand francs. To-day he 
has nothing, because his play has been withdrawn. And 
public opinion will never excuse him, for his lack of faith 
will be judged as harshly as if he were the murderer, and 
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liose thal #« fwthcsl l»e3d that Ae cli3d died from sorrow, 
so that he was responsible for U anyhow. 

Adolphe. You know what my Uunghts arc in this matter. 
Ilcnrielte. but I should Eke to know that both of JtMj arc 
spotless. tVoa’l )-ou tell me wbal those dreadful fiwds of 
yours meant? It caniiot l»e a ehacce that your talk in a 
festive jBomeot like that dealt *o largely with killing and the 
scaffold. 

Henhi lt t e . It was no chance. It w»s something that 
had to be said, something I cannot tell you— probably be- 
cause I have no nghl to appear spotleai in your eyes, seeing 
that I am not spotless. 

Adolpuz. ;VD this is bey'ond me. 

OenuETTE. Let os talk of soioelhing else — Do you be- 
lieve there are many unpunished criminab at large among 
us, some of whom may ev«o be our intimate frirndi? 
Adolphe. (.Vrrrouifyl kfliy? What do you mean? 
IlcxKiErrc. Don't you believe that every human being at 
some time or another has been guSly of some kind of net 
which would fall under the law if it were discovered? 

Adolphe. Yes, I beUere that b true, but no evil act 
escapes being punished by one's own consrience at least. 
{Rises and imhuilons hit co«i] And — nobody u really good 
who has not erred. [Breatking hearUg] For in order to know 
how to forgive, one must have been ia need of forgiveness” 
I had a friend whom we used to regard as a model w.«n He 
never spoke a hard word to anybody; he forgave everything 
aad everybody: and bo suffered insults with a strange satis- 
faction that we couldn’t espUin. At last, late in life, he 
gave me hb secret in a aingle word: I am a penitent! 

[He *Us Jovn o^tn. 
HlsraretTE remains StZmf. looking at kin tcilA turpn'tf. 
Adolpoe. IAs if fpeaking to kimtelf] There are crimes not 
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tncnlioncd in the Criminal Code, and these are the worse 
ones, for they have to be punished bj’ ourselves, and no 
judge could be more severe than we are against our own 
selves. 

Hei,tuette. {After a pause] Well, that friend of yours, did 
he find peace? 

Adolphe. After endless self-torture he reached a certain 
degree of composure, but life had never any teal pleasures to 
offer him. He never dared to accept any kind of distinction ; 
he never dared to feel himself entitled to a kind word or even 
well-earned praise: in a word, he could never quite forgive 
himself. 

Henriette. Never? "What had he done then? 

Adolphe. He had wished the life out of his fatlier. And 
when his father suddenly died, tlic son imagined himself 
to have killed him. Those imaginations were regarded as 
signs of some mental disease, and he was sent to an asylum. 
From this he was discharged after a time as wholly recov- 
ered — as they put it. But the sense of guilt remained with 
him, and so he continued to punish himself for his evil 
thoughts. 

HENRiETrE. Are you sure the evil will carmot Idll? 

Adolphe. You mean in some mystic way? 

HEjnUETTE. As you please. Let it go at mystic. In my 
own family — am sure that my mother and my sisters 
killed my father with their hatred. You see, he had the 
awful idea that he must oppose all our tastes and inclina- 
tions. "Wherever he discovered a natmral gift, he tried to 
root it out. In that way he aroused a resistance that accu- 
mulated until it became like an electrical battery charged 
wnth hatred. At last it grew' so powerful that he languished 
away, became depolarised, lost his will-power, and, in the 
end, came to wish himself dead. 
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Adolphs. And yotir consctnice newr troubled j'ou ? 

Hesriette. Ko, nnd fialhenaot*, I don’t know what 
conscience Is. 

Adolphe. You don’t? ITeB, then you’ll soon leam. 
{Paused How do you W5e^ Mauiice will look when he gets 
here? Hkat do yon think he will say? 

IlEHBtrtTE. Yesterday monunf. you know, he and I 
tried to make the same kind ol guess aboul you wlak we 
were waiting for you, 

Adolphs. Well? 

He nhi stts. We guessed entirelj wrong. 

Adolphs Can you tell me why yon sent for me? 

HssBirrrE. hUlice, arrogance, outright cruelty! 

Adolphs. How itrange it is that you can admit your 
faults and yet not repent of them. 

IIisfBttTTE. It must be because I don’t feel quite respon- 
sible for them. They are like the dirt left behind by things 
handled during the day and washed oS at night. But tell 
me one Uung; do you really think so highly of humanity as 
you proleas to do? 

Adolphe. Yes, we are a little better ttian our reputation— 
and 8 little worse. 

Hensistte. ’That is not a slraight/orward answer. 

Adolphe. Ko. it isn’L But are you wiHing to answer me 
frankly when 1 ask you: do you atlU lore Maurice? 

Hewsihtte. 1 cannot tcQ iiiiti] I see titm- Bat at this 
moment I feel no longing for him. and it seems as if I could 
eeiy well lire without him, 

Adouct. It’s likely you eeuld. but I fear you have be- 
come ch^ed to his fate— Sb! Here he comes. 

HECBiErrE. How emythmg repeats iuelf. The aitua- 
Uoa is the tame, ll« words are the same, as when we 
were expecting you yesterday. 
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^LvuiacE. [Enters, pale as death, holloxo-ctjcd, mxshaeeni\ 
Here I am, my dear friends, if this be me. For that last 
nigbt in a cell changed me into a new sort of being. 

[Notices Heotiiette and Adolphe. 

Adolphe. Sit down and pull yourself togclber, and then 
we can talk things over. 

Matteice. [To HenrietteI Perhaps I am in the way? 

AnoiiPHE. Now, don’t get bitter. 

hlitmicE. I have grown bad in these twenty-four hours, 
and suspicious also, so I guess I’ll soon be left to myself. 
And who wants to keep company with' a murderer? 

Henkiette. But you have been cleared of the charge. 

MAtmiCE. [Picks -up a nctospapcr] By the police, yes, but 
not by public opinion. Here you sec the murderer Maurice 
Gerard, once a playwright, and his mistress, Henriette 
Mauclerc 

BiamiETTE. O my mother and my sisters — my mother! 
Jesus have mercy! 

Maurice. And can jmu see that I actually look like a 
murderer? And then it is suggested that my play was 
stolen. So there isn’t a vestige left of the victorious hero 
from yesterday. In place of my own, the name of Octave, 
my enemy, appears on the bill-boards, and he is going to col- 
lect my one hundred thousand francs. O Solon, Solon! 
Such is fortune, and such is fame! You arc fortunate, 
Adolphe, because you have not yet succeeded. 

Henriette. So you don’t know that Adolphe has made a 
great success in London and carried off the first prize? 

Maurice. [Darkly] No, I didn’t know that. Is it true, 
Adolphe? 

Adolphe. It is true, but I have returned the prize. 

Henriette. [TFiVi empliasis] That I didn’t know! So you 
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are also prerenled from accepUn^ any disliacUon*— 

Toiir friend? 

Ajwipiie. My Iiieod? 05i.y*s»y®l 

MarEicE. Your success pwa me pleasarc, bat U puts la 
sUIl farllier apart. 

AnotsTir. That's what I cipected, and I snppose m he 

aslonelywiUiiayBuceessasyoBsnlhyouradremty. Thial 

ctit — that people fed hurt byroorfortunel Oh, it’s ghastly 
to be aliTe! 

Macuce. Yon say that! What am 1 li« to say? It is 
as if my eyes had beei coveted with a black veil, aixl as H 

the eolourand shape of aQ lifcbad beeachanged by it. TH* 

room looks like the room I saw y^erday, and yet it «s quite 
diffemil. I recognise both of you. of course, hot your fac« 
ait new to me. I «t here and search for words beesase I 
don’t know what to say to you. I ought to drfeod mysrif. 
but I cannot, .^ad I almost miss the ceQ, for it protected 
me, at least, against the ettriocs glances that pass right 
throsgh me. The murderer Alaurice and his mistress! 
Yoa don't love me any looger. Denriette, and no more do I 
care for yoo. To-day you are n^y, dumsy, insipid, repnljivc. 
Tito jrcti in etrSian daliet torv ^itOg atded Xim- 
aeh«s at a talle in tke baetfraund, 

Adoitbs. tVajl a little and gel your thoughts ic^cther. 
That you have been discharged aod deared of all sosptesoQ 
must appear in some of the evening papers. And that pots 
an end to the whole matter. Your pUywai be put cm again. 
andifitco3iestothewQtst.yoacaawriteai>ewooc. Leave 
Paris for a year and let everythmg become fergoUen. You 
who have crpnwsled manViad wiJl be exemeraied yoonelf. 
^ts T-aicE. Ha-ha! MankiDd! IIa.hB! 

AooLroE. You have ceased to beCeve in goodness? 
Macmcm. Yes, iflererdidbdieveiait. Perhaps it was' 



ACT in 


AND CRIMES 


65 


only a mood, a manner of looking at tilings, a way of being 
polite to the wild beasts. When I, who was held among the 
best, can be so rotten to the core, what must then be the 
wretchedness of the rest? 

Adolphe. Now* I’ll go out and get all the evening papers, 
and then we’ll undoubtedly have reason to look at things in 
a different way. 

hlAunicE. [Turning ioicard the hackgroujidl Two detectives! 

^It means that I am released under surveillance, so that I 
can give myself away by careless talking. 

Adolphe. Those are not detectives. That’s only your 
imagination. I recognise both of them. 

[Goes toward the door. 

hlATmicE. Don’t leave us alone, Adolphe. I fear that 
Henriette and I may come to open explanations. 

Ajjqlphe. Oh, be sensible, Maurice, and tliink of your 
future. Try to keep him quiet, Henriette. I’ll be back in 
a moment. [Goes out. 

Henhiette. Well, Alaurice, what do you think now of 
our guilt or guiltlessness? 

AIatjrice. I have killed nobody. All I did was to talk a 
lot of nonsense while I was drunk. But it is your crime that 
comes back, and tliat crime you have grafted on to me. 

Hexiuette. Oh, that’s the tone you talk in now! — ^Was it 
not you who cursed your own cliild, and W’Lshed the life out 
of it, and wanted to go away without saying good-bye to any- 
body? And was it not I who made you visit Marion and 
show yourself to Madame Catherine? 

Matjbice. Yes, 5'ou are right. Forgive me! You proved 
yourself more human tlian I, and the guilt is wholly my own. 
Forgive me! But all the same I am without guilt. Who 
has tied this net from which I can never free myself? Guilty 
and guiltless: guiltless and yet guilty! Oh, it is driving me 
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mad— Look, now they «l oT«r ll)«« and Hstei to «»— 
And DO waiter comes to lake oti» order. .I'D go oot and order 
a cup of tea. Doyoo wastanytlung? 

IIcvBJETtE. Nothing. 

Macmcz fott out. 

Fibst DcrBCTTTE. [Goer «rp to HexsiBrn:] Let tne look 
at your papers, 

RiyB am: . How dare yon speak to me? 

DzTECirra. Dare? TTl *ht>« yoni 
ncrajETTE. Tfbal do yon mean? 

Dwective. It’s my job to keep an eye on street-walkers. 
Yesterday you came here with one man. and to-day with 
another. That's « good as walking the streets. And nn- 
caeorted ladies don't gel anything here. So you'd better get 
out and coee along with me- 
HEwsariTE. ^ esenrt wiD be back b a momest 
ppreen v E. Yes. and a pretty kind of escort yoo're got— 
the kbd that doesn't befp a girt a bit) 
llcrBtXTTE. O God! hly mother, toy sisteni— lamot 
good family. I teQ you. 

DuTDcimi. Yes. first-rate fatally, I am sure. But yoo 
are too weQ known through the papers. Come along! 
IlEsnrrrn:. Dhetc? IVhaldoyonmean? 

PnmcrTTt Oh. to the Boreau, of course. There youTI 

get a nice little card and a license that brings you free medical 

care. 

IfeSBiErrE. O Lord Jesus. Jpo d<m*t mean it! 

DcfEcrrr®. [GrtMiflf HKennrrm ty Oe cm] Don't I 
mean it? 

IIctBime. [FaJlinf on far- faw,,] Save me. Maurk*! 

Belpt. 

Pei EC Ti Yi. Shot op, yoo fool! 

Macbice enfrrr, foSotroi by WiiriE. 
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Waiter. Gentlemen of tliat kind are not served here. 
You just pay and get out! And take the girl along! 

MAtnucE. [Crushed, searches his pochei-hook for moiwy] 
Henriette, pay for me, and let us get array from this place. 
I haven’t a sou left. 

Waiter. So the lady has to put up for her Alphonse! 
Alphonse! Do you know what tliat is? 

HENRiETrE. [Loolcing through her pocket-book] Oh, merciful 
heavens! I have no money either! — ^Why doesn’t Adolphe 
come back? 

Detective. Well, did you ever see such rotters! Get out 
of here, and put up something as security. That kind of 
ladies generally have their fingers full of rings. 

Maurice. Can it be possible that we have sunk so low? 

Henriette. [Tates off a ring and hands it to the Waiter] 
The Abb6 was right: this is not the work of man. 

Maurice. No, it’s the devil’s! — But if we leave before 
Adolphe returns, he will tHhk that we have deceived him 
and run away. 

Henriette. That would be in keeping with the rest — 
But we’ll go into the river now, won’t we? 

Maurice, [Takes Henriette bg the hand as they walk out 
together] Into the river — yes! 


Curtain. 
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/n ike Lttirmhentfj GarJmt. ct tke grovp cf Adam and Bff- 
Tke trind tt tkating the tree* end ttimng vp dead leare*, 
ttratrj, and piectt tf paper ftm the ground, 

SliCHioc end IlEsainT* ere eeatrd on a beneh. 

IlEKwrm. So yon don't w*ftl to dw? 

MACBicz. Ko, I «m arraML 1 that I am going 

to be rety cold down there in tie pare, wilb only a *heet to 
«50Tee me and a few ahavings to lie on. And beside* that, it 
teems to me at if there were sUD aome tath wailing lor xaf, 
hut ] cannot nuhe out what it it. 
llOKUTTE. Bat I can foes* what it is, 
htacBiCE. TeD me. , 

IZcnarrrc. It it temge. Ton, Lire me, most hare atU' 
pected Jeanne and Emde of seodlsg the dctectirea alter me 
yeslerday. Such a rerage oo a riraJ none hut a woman 
ooufd derise. 

^lacsics. Exactly what I was thinking. Bot let me tell 
you that my suspicions go eren further. It seems as if my 
sufferings daring these last tew days had sharpened my wits. 
Can you explaui, for iostaore. why the waiter from the 
Anberge dcs Adrrts and the head waiter from the Pavilion 
were not called to testify at tbe bearing? 

IlBSBiEn*. I never thooght of it before. But now I 
know why. Ihey had nothing to tell, because they had not 
been lutening. 

cs 
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Matoice. But how could the Commissairc then know 
what we had been saying? 

Henriette. He didn’t know, but he figured it out. He 
was guessing, and he guessed right. Perhaps he had had to 
deal with some similar case before. 

Maerice. Or else he concluded from our looks what we 
had been sajdng. There are those who can read other 
people’s thoughts — Adolphe being the dupe, it seemed 
quite natural that we should have called him an ass. It’s 
the rule, I understand, although it’s varied at times by the 
use of “idiot” instead. But ass was nearer at hand in tliis 
case, as we had been talking of carriages and triumphal 
chariots. It is quite simple to figime out a fourth fact, 
when you have three known ones to start from. 

Henriette. Just think that we have let ourselves be 
taken in so completely. 

Matirice. That’s the result of thinking too well of one’s 
fellow beings. This is all you get out of it. But do you 
know, I suspect somebody else back of the Commissairc, 
who, by-the-bye, must be a full-fledged scoundrel. 

Henriette. You mean the Abbe, who was taking the part 
of a private detective. 

MAtnacE. That’s what I mean. That man has to receive 
all kinds of confessions. -And note you: Adolphe liimself 
told us he had been at the Church of St. Germain that morn- 
ing. "What was he doing there? He was blabbing, of course, 
and bewailing his fate. And then the priest put the ques- 
tions together for the Commissairc. 

Henriette. Tell me something; do you trust Adolphe? 

hlAtnucB. I trust no human bong any longer. 

Henriette. Not even Adolphe? 

Maurice. Him least of all. How could I trust an enemy 

— a man from whom I have taken away Ms mistress? 
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IlES-HttrrE. Well. M you were the Cret one to jpeat ol 
Uiie. I'n gi^-e j’oii some cbl& aliout our frieod. You heard 
he bad returned that medal from laMidot). Do you know 
hia re&sofi for doing *3? 

iUcsicx. No. 

IlEXBrErTE- He Uiiaki hims^ unwtjrthy of ft. and be ha* 
taken a penitential vow never to receive any kind of du' 
tinetion. 

MarBicE. Can that be possible? Bat what ha* b« done? 

llccsirtTE. He baa committed a crime of the kind that 
i* not punuhahlc under the law. That’s wbat be gave me 
to enderstaad indirectly. 

MaraicE. He, too! He. the best one of aB. the model 
man. who never speaks a ban! word of anybody and who 
forgives everything. 

tlersirrre. Well, there ywi can see that we are no worse 
than others. And yet we are betog booaded day and Bigbt 
as if devils were after ua, 

Mamex^ He. also! Then mankind has not bees slan* 
dered— Bot U he has been capable of eiu mime, then you 
may expect anytiinB of him. rerbapa it was be who sent the 
after you yesterday. Coming to think of it now, it 
wa* be who sneaked awa.v from us when be saw that we were 
in the papers, and be lied wbeo be insisted that those 
fdlows woe not detectives. Bot. of coarse, you may ex- 
pert anytHng from a deceived fover. 

HciSnJTTe. Could be be as mean as that? No, it is im- 
possible, impossible! 

bUcuiCE. Why so? If be IS a scoundrd.*— Wbat were 
you two talking of yesterday, before 1 came? 

HisvsisTTE. He bad noU^ but good to say of you. 

iLwraiCE. Tbat’a a lie! 

HixaiEnE. IConfroUiny lent!/ and eianyui, 
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Listen. There is one person on whoni you have cast no sus- 
picion whatever — for what reason, I don’t know. Have you 
thought of Madame Catherine’s wavering attitude in this 
matter? Didn’t she say finally that she believed you capa- 
ble of anything? 

Matjsice. Yes, she did, and that shows what kind of 
person she is. To think evil of other people without reason, 
you must be a villain yourself. 

Hekhibite looks hard at him. Pause. 

Heniubite, To think evil of others, you must be a villain 
yourself. 

MAtTRiCE. TVhat do you mean? 

HEKMErTE. "What I said. 

Maurice. Do you mean that I ? 

Henmetie. Yes, that’s what I mean now! Look here! 
Did you meet anybody but Marion when you called there 
yesterday morning? 

Maurice. Why do you ask? 

HEmuETTE. Guess! 

Maubice. Well, as you seem to know — met Jeanne, too. 
Hestriette. Why did you lie to me? 

Mauiuce. I wanted to spare you. 

Heneiette. And now you want me to believe in one who 
has been Ijung to me? No, my boy, now I believe you guilty 
of that murder. 

Maurice. Wait a moment! We have now reached the 
place tor which my thoughts have been heading all the time, 
though I resisted as long as possible. It’s queer that what 
lies next to one is seen last of all, and what one doesn’t want 
to believe cannot be believed — Tell me something: where 
did you go yesterday morning, after wc parted in the Bois? 
Heeriette. f/Harmctf] ^Yhy? 
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SlAcnice. Yen wen I eltlier to Adolpbe-^liieh j-ou co Ain't 
df». u be was attending a ftmaa^r you went to— Manonl 
IlEN-WinTR. Now 1 am to*nriaccd ibaV you w« tte tout- 
Jerer. 

Machici:. And I. tliat yon M* lb* tntmleressl Voa alone 
had an interwt in geltins t*** thihl oot ot the way— I® get 
ri'd of ihe rorfc on Uie iwn!, ** you 90 nptly put it, 
n^-nrarTt. It wm j-ou «l»o mIJ tlial. 
htArnicE. An*l the one <eho had an interest in it roust 
baYe coromiUrf the crime. 

ItiwinnT*. Now, Mnurie*. *e been niOBiBg aioond 
end around in this trea<i-roiii. scoufSinS meh olbcr- n* 
quit before we get to the poiD* of »!i«t inadneM. 
hlAtmicE. Vou have rcncherl that poiol already. 
ItEySiCTrc. Don't you think il't time for us to port* 
before Wc drive eaeh other in-vioe? 
bUvmcc. Y<s. 1 IhinV so- 
Uiaottrrre. (/hViR;) Good-bye tbesl 

jTwo wen in eirtfton (hthtt terome ririll^ in tte Jioek-' 
ffrotlnd. 

ncmrcTTe. iTumt and eowt loci to There 

they are again! 

ItfaoBicE. The dark aogels that want to drive its out of 
the garden. 

nEiKiETTE. And force us bade upon cath other u if we 
were chained togethor, 

hUcnic*. Or as it -wo were condemned to fifeJoog xosr- 
rwee. Are w e realty to marry? TV settle down in the asroe 
plsoe? 7b 5e able to efose the door behind us end 9erhav>s 
get peace at last? 

HENBrETTB. And shut oitfselres up in order to torture 
each other to death; gel beWadtotis and holts, wilhagjtist 
for Biarrwge portion; you tmtuHtig me with the tneznory 
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of Adolplie, arid I getting back at you with Jeanne— and 
Marion. 

Maijeice. Never mention the name of Marion agaui. 
Don’t you know that sbe was to be buried to-day— at this 
very moment perhaps? 

BferraETTE. And you arc not there? What does t at 
mean? 

AIaxtiuce. It means that both Jeanne and the police ave 
warned me against the rage of tlie people. 

Henbiette. a coward, too? 

Maurice. All the vices! How could you ever have cared 
for me? 

Henhiette. Because two days ago you were another per 
son, well worthy of being loved 
Maurice. And now sunk to such a depth! 

HENRiETrE. It isn’t that. But you are beginning to flaunt 
bad qualities which are not your own. 

Maurice. But yours? 

Henriette. Perhaps, for when you appear a httle worse 

I feel myself at once a little better. ^ 

Maurice. It’s like passing on a disease to save one s self- 


respect* 

Henriette. And how vulgar you have become, too ! _ 

Maurice. Yes, I notice it myself, and I hardly recognise 
myself since that night in the cell. They put in one person 
and let out another through that gate which separates us 
from the rest of society. And now I feel myself the enemy 
of all mankind; I should like to set fire to the eartlyand drj 
up the oceans, for nothing less than a universal conflagration 

can wipe out my dishonour. . , „ cv,p 

Henriette. I had a letter from my mother to-day. She 
is the widow of a major in the army, well educated, with old- 
fashioned ideas of honour and that kind of thmg. Do you 
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Tranl to read the Jetler? No, you don't! — Do yon know 
that I am an outcast? My respectable acquaintaaces will 
hare nolluog to do with me, and if I show myself on the 
streets alone the police will rate me. Do you realise now 
that we have to get married? 

Mactuce. We despise each other, and yet we have to 
marry: that is hell pure and simple! But, Renriette, before 
we unite our destinies you must tcJl me your accret, so that 
we may be on more equal tenns. 

UrnnHErm. AH right, ni tell you. I had a friend who 
got into trouble— you tmdentand. I wanted to help her. as 
her whole future was at stake— and she died! 

hUcaiCE. That was rvcLtcas, but one might almost call 
it noble, too. 

, ncmiiiiE. You say so oow, but the next time you lose 
your temper you wUI accuse me of it. 

hlacBiCE, No, I won't. But 1 cannot deny that it has 
shaken my faith in you and that It makes me afraid of you. 
Tell me, b her lover still alive, and does he ^ow to what 
extent you were responsible? 


llEN'fuL'i'tn. He was as guilty as I. 

Macbicx. And if his conscience should begin to trouble 
him— such Uungs do happen— and if be should feci indined 
to confess: then you would be lost. 

IlESBiEm:. I know it, and it U this constant dread which 
b« made me rush from one dissipaUon to anolher-so that I 
»Wd never W Ume to wake up to full consciousness, 
a^ente^ And now you w«,l me to take my marriage 
Mking a Utllc too much. 

Oh. kf. 1. „ 

No. a. =.d i. „a m ^ ^ 
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hold until I have put you where j'ou belong. For you can’t 
go around thinlang yourself better than I am. 

Maurice. So you want to fight me then? All right, as 
you please! 

HENEiETrE. A fight on life and death! 

The rolling of drums is heard in the distance. 

Maurice. The garden is to be closed. “Cursed is the 
ground for thy sake; thorns and thistles shall it bring forth 
to thee.” 

Henriette. “And the Lord God said unto the woman ” 

A Guard. [In imi/orm, speaking very politely] Sorry, but 
the garden has to be closed. 

Curtain. 

SECOND SCENE 

The Cremerie. Maie. Catherine is sitting at the counter 
maldng entries into an account book. Adoupbe and 
Henrietxe are seated at a table. 

AlDouphe. [Calmly and kindly] But if I give you my final 
assurance that I didn’t run away, but that, on the contrarj', 
I thought you had played me false, this ought to convince 
you. 

Henriette. But why did you fool us by saying that those 
fellows were not policemen? 

Adodphe. I didn’t think myself that they were, and then 
I wanted to reassure you. 

Henriette. "When you say it, I believe you. But then 
you must also believe me, if I reveal my innermost thoughts 
to you. 

Adouphe. Go on. 
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IlESfiiErrE. But jnu mustn’t come back wjti your usual 
talk of fancies and delusions. 

Adolphe. You seem to have nason to fear that I may. 

IlENTurrrE. I fear nothing, but I know you and your 
scepticisBi— Well, and then you mustn't tell this to any- 
body — proo^ me! 

^\i>oiPinL I promise. 

ncNHiCTriL Now think of it, althongh I must say its 
something terrible: I have partial eridenee that Maurice b 
guilty, or at least, I hare reasonable suspicions 

Adoipoe. You don’t mean it! 

IIirfHiSTrE. Listen, and judge tot yourself. When 3Iau- 
riee left me in the BoU, he said he was going to w* Marion 
alone, as the mother was out And now I han discovered 
afterward that be did meet the mother. So that be has 
been lying to me. 

Adoipbx. That's possible, and his motive for doing so 
may have bera the best, but bow am anybody conclude 
from St that he is guilty of a murder.* 

HBTBLCTrm Can't you see that? — Don't yon under* 
stand? 

Adoipbc. Not at all. 

IlEXBicrm. Because you don’t want to! — Then there 
b nothing left for me but to report him, and we’ll see whether 
he can prove an aUbi. 

Adoipbe. Ilenrietle, let me tdl you the grim truth. You. 
like he. have reached the border line of-insanity. The 
demons of distrust hare got ludd of you. and each of yon b 
using hb own sense of partkl gudt to wound the other with. 

Ut me see if I can make a straight guess: he has also come 

to suspect you of killing bb diild? 

nnxBtrtTE. Ties, he’s mad enough to do so. 

Asoxpm, You call hb lusincioDS mad, but not your own. 
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Henriette. You have first to prove the contrary, or that 
I suspect him unjustly. 

AnounnE. Yes, that’s easy. A new autopsy has proved 
that Marion died of a well-known disease, the queer name of 
which I cannot recall just now. 

Henhiette. Is it true? 

AnoiiPHE. The official report is printed in to-day’s paper. 
Henriette. I don’t take any stock in it. They can make 
up that kind of thing. 

Adolphe. Beware, Henriette — or you may, without know- 
ing it, pass across that border line. Beware especially of 
throwing out accusations that may put you into prison. 
Beware! [He places his hand on her head] You hate Maurice? 
BfeKRiETTE. Beyond all bounds! 

Adolphe. When love turns into hatred, it means that it 
was tainted from the start. 

Henriette. [In a quieter mood] What am I to do? Te 
me, you who are the only one that tmderstands me. 

Adolphe. But you don’t wont any sermons. 

Henriettb. Have you nothing else to offer me? 

Adolphe. Nothing else. But they have helped me. 
Henriette. Preach away then! 

Adolphe. Try to turn your hatred against yourself. Put 
the knife to the evil spot in yourself, for it is there that your 
trouble roots. 

Henriette. Explain yourself. 

Adolphe. Part from Maurice first of all, so that you cannot 
nurse your qualms of conscience together. Break off your 
career as an artist, for the only thing that led you into it was 
a cra^nng for freedom and fun-as they call it. And you 
have seen now how much fun thwe is in it. Then go home 
to your mother. 

Henriette. Never! 
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Adoutie. Some other place then. 

Hemuette. I suppose you knoir, Adolphe, that I have 
gu«sed your accrel tad why you wouldn’t accept the prue. 

Adolphe. Oh, I assumed that you would understand a 
half.told story. 

Hentuette, ^ell — what did you do to get peace? 

Adolphe. VJTial I ha>-e suggested; I hecame conscious of 
my guilt, repented, decided to turn over a new leaf, and 
Biranged my li/e like that of a peoitenL 

IIexhieite. How can you repent when. Idee me, you have 
no consdence? Is repentance an act of grace bestowed on 
you as faith is? 

ApoLPae. Everything is a grace, but H isn't granted un* 
leas you teek it— Seek! 

UcnttiTE rmaim tHenL 

Axwlpiix. But don’t wait beyond the allotted time, or you 
may harden yourself ontil you tumble dosm into the irre- 
trievable. 

IlE:eBiEvtE. [Aflrr a pacMe] Is consrience fear of punish- 
ment? 

Adolphe. Ifo, it is the horror inspired in our better selves 
by the misdeeds of our lower adves. 

Hesbiette. Then 1 must have « exmsdence also? 

Adolphe. Of course you have, but— 

IIesbiette. Tell me, Adolphe, are you what they rail 
religious? 

Adolphe. Not the least bit. 

HEennmE. It’s all so tpiecr- What is reKgion? 

Adolphe. Frankly speaking. I don’t Icnowl And I don't 
think anybody else can W1 you. Somellmo it appears to- 
me Idee a punishment, for nobody beeom« reli^ous without 
having a bad conscience. 
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Hestoette. Yes, it is a punishment. Now I know what 
to do. Good-bye, Adolphe! 

Adolphe. You’ll go away from here? 

HESRiEriE. Yes.I am going — to where you said. Good-bye 
my friend! Good-bye, Madame Catlierine! 

Maie. Catheiuke. Have you to go in such a hurry? 
Henhiette. Yes. 

Adolphe. Do j’ou want me to go with you? 

Henkiette. No, it wouldn’t do. I am going alone, alone 
as I came here, one day in Spring, thinking that I belonged 
where I don’t belong, and believing tlierc was something 
called freedom, which does not exist. Good-bye! [Goes oui. 

Mme. Catherine. I hope that lady never comes back, 
and I wish she had never come here at all! 

Adolphe. Who knows but that she may have had some 
mission to fill here? And at any rate she deserves pity, 
endless pity. 

Msce. Catherine. I don’t deny it, for all of us deserve 
that. 

Adolphe. And she has even done less wrong than the rest 
of us. 

Mme. Catherine. That’s possible, but not probable. 
Adolphe. You are always so severe, Madame Catherine. 
Tell me: have you never done any tiling wrong? 

Mate. Catherine. Of course, as I am a sinful 

human creature. But if you have been on thin ice and 
fallen in, you have a right to tell others to keep away. And 
you may do so without being held severe or uncharitable. 
Didn’t 1 say to Monsieur Maurice the moment that lady 
entered here: Look out! Keep away! And he didn’t, and 
' so he fell in. Just like a naughty, self-willed child. And 
when a man acts like that he has to have a spanking, like 
any disobedient youngster- 
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Adolphe. Well, b&sa’t he had his spanldog? 

Mue. Cathebcje. Vcs, bnt It does not seem to have been 
enough, as he is still going around complaining. 

ADOifCE. That's a very popular interpretatioa of the 
whole intricate question. 

Mue. Catiieru<’e. Oh, pish! Yoa do nothing but phil- 
osophise about your vices, and while you are still at it the 
police come along and solve the riddle. Now please leave 
me alone with my accounts! 

jhooLPQE. There's Maurice now. 

MiTE. Catbemve. Yes, God bless him! 

Maurice. [Entert, hu Jaee tety fiuthed, and tales a seat 
near Aoolfre] Good evening. 

Mue. CATDEBiNe nods and poes on fpvrinp. 

Adolphe. IVeU, how’s everything with you? 

Mactuce. Oh, boginniog to clear up. 

Adolphe. [Hands him a nevtpaptr, uhkh Maubice does 
fio< (aln] So you have read the paper? 

Maubice. No.Idon’lreadUiepnpersanylonger. There's 
nothing but infamies in them. 

Adolphe. But you had belter read it first— 

Maubice. No. 1 won't! It’anothiagbullirs— Butlisten: 
I have found a new clue. Can you guess who committed Uiat 
murder? 

Adolphe. Nobody, nobody! 

hlauRicE. Do you know where Henrielte was during that 
quarter hour when the child woa left alone? — She was 
Iheret And it is she who 1^ done it! 

Adolphe. You are crary, nun. 

Maurice. Not I, but Ilenriette, is oaay. She suspects 
me and haa threatened to tepmt me. 

Adolphe. Ilenriette was here a while ago. and she wed 
the srif^amc words os yon. Both ol you are may, for it 
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has been proved by a second autopsy that the child died 
from a well-known disease, the name o£ which I have for- 
gotten. 

Maurice. It isn’t true! 

Adolphe. That’s what she smd also. But the ofBcial 
report is printed in the paper. 

AIaurice. a report? Then they have made it up! 

Adolphe. And that’s also what she said. The two of you 
are suffering from the same mental trouble. But with her 
I got far enough to make her realise her own condition. 

Maurice. Where did she go? 

Adolphe. She went far away from here to begin a new 
life. 

Maurice. Hm, hm! — Did you go to the funeral? 

Adolphe. I did. 

Maurice. Well? 

Adolphe. Well, Jeanne seemed resigned and didn’t have 
a hard word to say about you. 

Maurice. She is a good woman. 

Adolphe. Why did you desert her then? 

Maurice. Because I icas crazy — blown up with pride 
especially — and' then we had been drinking champagne 

Adolphe. Can you understand now why Jeanne wept 
when you drank champagne? 

Maurice. Yes, I understand now — And for that reason 
1 have already written to her and asked her to forgive me — 
Do you think she wdll forgive me? 

AnoLPHE. I think so, for it’s not like her to hate anybody. 

AIaurice. Do you think she will forgive me completely, 
so that she will come back to me? 

Adolphe. Well, I don’t know about thaU You have 
shown yourself so poor in keeping faith that it is doubtful 
whether she will trust her fate to you any longer. 
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Macrice- But I can f«I Uiftt her fondac#* for me has not 
ceased, and I know the »fll eonse back to nrf- 

Adocphe. How can you know that? flow can you be* 
llevc it? Didn't you even suspect her and that decent 
brother of hen of hanng aeot the police after Ileariette out 
of revenue? 

SIacwce. But I don’t believe it any JoflEer — that is to 
*ay, 1 guess Vhat Mtoyr EnAe U a pretty custotoc*. 

Mire* CATTT”»tyv- Now look here! Vfhat are you saying 
of Moosieur Emile? Of coune, he ts nothing but a work- 
man, but if everybody kept as straight as h^~ There is 
bo flaw in him, but a lot of sense and tact. 

EuitC- [Entfr»] Monsieur C^nrd? 

Mac«CE. That's me. 

Euils. Tardoo me, bol I have toaething to aay to you 
in private. 

Macmcc. Go right on. We are all friendi here. 

T/u Asoh en/cre and nU doaw. 

EunJl (fl’ilA « glance at tie Aast] Perhaps after—™ 

Mausice. Never mind. The Abb^ is also a frieneb al- 
though he and I differ. 

EuilE. You know who I am, Mousteuc G(raid? My 
sister has asked me to give you this package as an answer 
to your letter. 

Maurice iatea Aa port-oje and opens it, 

Euile. And now I have only to odd, seeing as I am in a 
way my suter’s guardian, iLal. on her behalf as wcU as my 
own. I acknowledge you free of all obligations, now when the 
natural tie between you does not wist any longer. 

Macsice. Bui you must have a grudge against me? 

Eim*:. Afust D I caoT see why. On the other hand. I 
should Uke to have a declaration from you. h«e in the pits- 
ence of your friends, that you don’t ihuik either me or my 
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sister capable of sucb a meanness as to send the police after 
Mademoiselle Henriette. 

M\tfEiCE. I ■wish to take back 'what I said, and I offer you 
my apology, if you will accept it. 

Emile. It is accepted. And I wish all of you a good 
evening. [Goes out. 

E'VEaTBODT. Good evening! 

Maurice. The tie and the gloves which Jeanne gave me 
for the opening night of my play, and wWch I let Henriette 
throw into the fireplace. "Who can have picked them up? 
Everything is dug up; everything comes back! — And when 
she gave them to me in the cemetery, she said she ■wanted 
me to look fine and handsome, so that other people would 
like me also — And she herself stayed at home — This 
hurt her too deeply, and well it might. I have no right to 
keep company with decent human beings. Oh, have I done 
tliis? Scoffed at a gift coming from a good heart; scorned a 
sacrifice offered to my own ■welfare. This was what 1 threw 
away in order to get— a laurel that is Ijdng on the rubbish 
heap, and a bust that would have belonged in the pillory 
Abbe, now I come over to you. 

Annh. ‘Welcome! 

Mauhice. Give me the word that I need. 

Aunf:. Do you expect me to contradict your self-accusa- 
tions and inform you that you have done nothing wrong? 

Mauiuce. Speak the right word! 

Annh. With your leave. I’ll say then that I have found 
your behaviour just as abominable as y’ou have found it 
yourself. 

hlAtnucE. What can 1 do, what can I do, to get out of 
this? 

Annfe. You know as well as 1 do. 

MjvciucE. No, I know only tlint I am lost, that my life 
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u spoiled, my career cul off, my rcpulnlioa in tliis world 
mined foro'er. 

AsbL And so j ow are locking for ft new c*islen« la some 

belter worlil. which ywi are now beginning to believe in? 

RIacrice- Yea, that’s ‘I, 

Ads(.. You lave been living m the flesh and you wart 
now to live in the spirit. .\re you then so sure that this 
world baa no more atlracliona for you? 

RIaurice- None whsteverl Ilonour is ft phantom; gold, 
nothing but dry leaves: women, mere intoxicftnts* I*t me 
liide myself behind youf coasetralcd walls and forget this 
horrible dream that has filled two days and lasted two 
eternities. 

Asot. Ml right! t?ut this is not the place to go bto the 
matter more closely. I/Ct as make an eppointmeat for this 
rreningat nine o'clock '«* the Cliurch of St- Genasin. Fori 
am going to preoeb to the ucoatcft of St. Laaare, and that 
may be your first step along tbe hard road of penitence. 

RIacbice. Penitence? 

AsnL tVell, didn't you wbb^— 

RIaciuce. Yes, yes! 

Aenh. Then we have vigils betweeo midnight and two 
o’clock. 

RIactice. That will be splendid! 

AsBt. Give BW your hand that you Vnll not look back. 

RIacrice. Iffiriiiy, ioldt out hit Hand] IleTC is my band, 
and my will goes with It. 

Servant Giru lEnimfmn the WcAcn] A telephone call 
for RIonsIeur RIaurice. 

hlAnsiCE. From whom? 

Servant Gmu From the theatre. 

RIattbice fries fo grf oteny, huf fAe Abb£ hoU* on fo Ais 

Amid. 
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Abb^, [ITo the Servant Girl] Find oul what it is. 

Servant Girl. They want to know if Monsieur Maurice 
is going to attend the performance to-night. 

ABBh. [To hlAtlRlCE, ibJio is trying to get away] No, I 
won’t let you go. 

Maurice. ^Yhat performance is that? 
iinoLpiiE. IMiy don’t you read the paper? 

Maie. Catherine and the Abbe. He hasn’t read tlic paper? 
Maurice. It’s all lies and slander. [To the Servant Girl] 
Tell them that I am engaged for this evening; I am going to 
church. 

The Servant Girl goes out into the Icitchen. 

Adolbhe. As you don’t want to read the paper, I shall 
have to tell you that your play has been put on again, now 
when you are exonerated. And your literary friends have 
planned a demonstration for this evening in recognition of 
your indisputable talent. 

Maurice. It isn’t true. 

Everybodt. It is true. 

hlAumcE. [After a yaiise] I have not deserved it! 

ABBh. Good! 

AnoLPHE. And furthermore, Maurice 

Maurice, [Hiding his face in his hands] Furthermore! 
Mme. Catherine. One hundred thousand francs! Do 
you see now that they come back to you? And the villa 
outside the city. Everything is coming back except Made- 
moiselle Henriette. 

Ansk. [Smiling] You ought to take tWs matter a little 
more seriously, Madame Catherine. 

Mme. Catherine. Oh, I cannot — I just can’t keep serious 
any longer! 

[She breaks into open laughter, which she vainly tries to 
smother with her handkcrchirf. 



sc THERE ARE CniMES ^^crnr 

Adolpse. S«y, Maurice, the pUy hegia* «l eighL 

Abb£. But the church g erv k c a ue at nine. 

Apot-PHE. Maurice! 

MuE. Cathesune. let us hear what the ead is going to 
he, iloBsieur Maurice. 

Macrice hit^ecdonlhe uUf, in hu ams. 

Avomz. Loose LIri. Abb^! 

AobL No, it u not foe me to locse or bind. Ue must do 
that himself. 

Macbice. Well. I go with the Abb#. 

AobL No, my young friend, 1 have nothing to give yon 
but a scolding, which you cart ^re yoonrlf. And you owe 
a duty to yourself and to your gooil name. That you hare 
got through with this as <|uicU>* as yoo haw ta to me a sign 
that you haw suffered your poobhineDt as bteosely as if it 
had lasted as eternity. And when Providace absolwa you 
there is nothing for me to add. 

Mactucc. But why did the punishmat haw to be so 
hard when I was ianoccot? 

Aanh. Bard? Only two days! And you were not inno- 
cent. For we hare to stand responsible for our thoughts 
and words and desires also. And in your thought you be- 
came a murderer when yoor evil self wished the life out of 
your chUd. 

Maurice. You are H^L But my decisioa is made. 
To-night I will meet you at the church in order to hare a 
reckoning with myself— but to-morrow evening I go to the 
theatre. 

MuE- Caturbixe. A good oolotion. Monsieur Maurice. 

Anouuim Yes, that is the aiduUoa. Whew! 

Anni^ Yes, so it is! 


Curtain. 
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Chapmas, Hugh Chaplain of the Savoy. At the Back 
of Things : Essays and Addresses. Cr. 8 to. 5 * net. 
CoLUER, Price. England and the EnSlith, from aa Ameri- 
can point of view. Deity Srw. ^s. 6J. net. Also a 
popular edition, with Foreword by Lord Rosebery." 
F(9p. 8w. ar. 6d. net. 

The ^Vest in the East : A study of British Rule in India. 

Dmy 8w. js. 6J. tut. 

CouiTOtr, G. G. From St Francis to Dante. A Historical 
Sketch. Second edition. Dmytvo. its, (>d net. 
Crown Librarv, The. Demy 8vo, tleth tffp. j#. 

netavilumt. 


Tub ReiVrrAT op ‘Uhab RnavrAu (Flucmld’s nA Editloal. 

bdiKd, with as lenodoetioii asd Nmas. ty £d>ird llnoa AUeo. 
SciiNCB Ast) Riueiex in CovreupoBAtT Philosophy. By 
Emile Baacrosf. 

tVAVDCtiNOS (N AUIIA. By Owles M. Etovglxy. An aWaged 


editmo of “Ttareii is Ara^ Deieita." wih portrait »od 
reap. In a roU. 

Folk-Lo«b op thb IIoiv Lako; Bfrelejs, ChriatUn, end JewUh. 

By J. E. IlAnaaer. Edited by Marauujske rScVtbalL . , 

I.IPE aSd EVOLCTIOK. By F. w. Ileadtey. F.Z.S. Wli npwardi 
of 100 illastrattona. NetroAd retiaed edi'ioo (19IJ). 

Thi y^oTv-BooKs or Lbovabdo oa Vinci. Edited by Edward 
bleOudy. With 14 Slnatratioira. 

Thb Lips and Lrstxsi op Lesuc STBPiiBN- By F. W. MaiiUixl. 

Whh I photognrsre pnttrsit. 

Tns CoONTtT ilowTK »T SfowTK. By }. A. Owen ond G. S- 
Booleer. soi}IntniU>ms 

Smncoa: Ilia Ufssiid I biloiorbr. By St/ Froteiick rollock. 

Thb Enolish UTiiirASJANs. ByStr Leal's •'iirpten. j poU, 

Vol. I. JAMU MtU. 

VoL It IitsaPT BiNViiAir. 

VoL til, Joiiw StOAST ailLL , 

Ckitical Stcouv By S. Aithor Simog. Pntb tiemoir hr Lend 
Calcanea. M.P. Ilintiaied. 

CoTTixO Ceres. The PrsjingCiH, Thoughtful Religious 
Essays. Sf. rr. 8tw. y. 6if. rut. 
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Darwin, Bernard, and Rountree, Harry. The Golf 
Course's of the British Isles. ,}S illustrations in colour 
and i6 in sepia. S^. tvva/ 8vc. 21s. nef. 

De la Mare, Walter. The Three Mulla Mulgars. A 
Romance of the Great Forests. With illustrations in 
colour. £>. SrtA ss. tief. 

Doughty, Chas. M. Adam Cast Forth. A Poem founded 
on a Juda;o-Arabian Legend of Adam and Eve. Cr. Svo. 
4s. (id. net. 

The Cliffs. A Poetic Drama of the Invasion of Britain 

in 19 — , Cr. St'i?. 5^. net. 

• The Clouds : a Poem. Large cr. 8vo. $s. net. 

The Dawn in Britain. An Epic Poem of the Beginnings 

of Britain. In six vols. Vols. i and 2, 9^. net ; Vols. 3 
and 4, gr. net-, Vols. s cud 6, 91. net. The Set, 27J. net. 

See also Cro-.cn LUrtuy for another ecorl. ly C. /If. Doughty. 

Fairless, Michael. Complete Works. 3 vols. In slip 
case. ISuckram gilt. is. 6d. net. 

See a/so the Readmettder Setses. 

■ The Roadmender. Illustrated in Colour by E. W. Waite. 

Cloth gilt, gilt top. IS. 6d. net. In a Bo.x. 

Illustrated in photogravure from drawings by 

W. G. Mein. In slip case. 5s. net. 

Falconer, Rev. Hugh. The Unfinished Symphony. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Cr. Svo. ss. 6d. net. 

Flaubert, Gustave. The First Temptation of St Anthony. 
A new translation by R. Francis. A fine edition on 
imit. hd.-made paper. Large cr. Zvo. js. 6d. net. 

Gr-ahaai, R. B. Cunninghame. Charitj-. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Faith. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Hope. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

His People. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

See aha J/eaderd Library and Shilling Senes for other looks by 
Cunninghame Graham. 

Haselfoot. F. K. H. The Divina Commedia of Dante 
Alighieri. Translated line for line in the iersa ritna of 
the original, with Introducrion and Notes. Second 
edition, revised, corrected, and further annotated. Demy 
Svo. '12S. net. 
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Headl-oi, Cecil. Walter Headbm: Letters and Poeins. 
With Memoir by Cecil Headlam. With photograTure 
portrait Dtmy Sro. yx, 6 J. lut. 

Heuuerson, Aechimld. Mark Tpain- A Biography. 
With S photographs by Alrin Langdoa Cobum. Xerj* 
er. Stw sr. nit. .... 

- - interpreters of life aod the Modem Spirit Critical 
Essays. With a phot^ravnre portrait of hleredith. Cr. 
8tv. 51. rut. 

Hill, M. D., and WE6^ Wiltred Mark. Eton Nature- 
Study and Observational Lessons. With numerous 
illustrations. In two parts, y. (iJ. net each. Also the 
two pans in one volume. &r. ml 
Haltmond, Rev. Joseph- Sii Necessary Things for Chris- 
tians to Kdor. a Theology for the Plain Mon. Cr. 
8w. jj. <id. Mi. 

Hudson, IV H. A Little Boy Losl With 30 illustrations 
by A. D. McCormick. S^. er. 8ro. y. net. 

Sit 0tii /lia^eTi Uirtrr taj SltJliMe Sirul M I'Str hait if 
IK JK 

KUEPPER, Ford Madox. The Critical Attitude. Literary 
Essayi. Jif. er. Ztv. Byeiram y. net. 

Set a-'t* Rea.itrt' Ltirarf and Th r>^M.’ar Uiryfj af Art fir ifiy 
I, -eh ij FrMMadtx i/rrfrr. 

*— ■ High Grruasy-. Versis. Sf. er. 8t», rewra. 


Hughes, Rev. G Conscience and Criticism. With Fore- 
aord by the Dijhop of Winchester. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Cr. Stv. aa. 6d. net. 

HuraiiNSON, T. Lyrical Ballads by William Wordsworth 
andS. T. Coleridge, 179S. Wth certain poems of lygS. 
IntroductioD and Notes, Stv. New and Revised 

Edition. With a photogiavares. y. 6 A. ml 
JupntRits. RtcnaaD. The Story of My Heart. By Richard 
Jefferies. A New Edition Reset. tV'ith 8 illustrations 
from oil paintings by Edward W. ^^'aite. gev 

The pictures roourted with frames and phte marisi 
Designed Cover. CUtAp/t,gilrtaf,ieadianJ. fn Bax. 
■jf. M. net, 

fiiaj a latft l'»prr E*>‘0« Lcited ts tJO aial*r»d priatrU ea 

Iiidt. P»f>rr.n2a(l«tJaMiac«tleiloo*tI!ei» -iH. d»enr»li« 

t^-rCrn w p'l't. Bowd m (««>■», la »lipe»«, ni.r/t. 
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Joseph. Joubert : A Selection from His Thoughts. 
Iranslated by Katharine Lyttleton, with a Preface by 
Mrs Humphry Ward. New Edition. In a slip case. 

, Large cr, 8w. 5r. ntL 

hopoTKiN, Prince. _ Ideals and Realities in Russian 
wterature. Critical Essays. By Prince Kropotkin. 
JJemy^vo. ’js. td.net 

Langlois, Ch. V., AND Seignobos, Ch. An Introduction to 
the Study of History. New Edition. £S. net 

Lautience, D. H. Love Poems and others. Cr. 8vo. 51. net 

Sie under A^avels for another took hy this author. 

Le Galeienne, Richard. Odes from the Divan of Hafiz. 
Freely rendered from Literal Translations. Large sq. %vo. 
In slip case, yj. td. net. 

Lrthaey, W. R. Westminster Abbey and the King’s Crafts- 
men. With 125 illustrations, photogravure frontispiece, 
and many drawings and diagrams. Royal 8vo. izr. td. 
net 

~ Westminster Abbey as a Coronation Church. Illus- 
trated. Demy Zvo. ss. td. net. 

See also The Library of Art for " Medicroal Art" by IV. R. Lethaiy. 

Loveland, J. D. E. The Romance of Nice. A Descriptive 
Account of Nice and its History. With illustrations. 
Demy Zvo. 6s. net 

Lytton, the Hon. Mrs Nevti-le. Toy Dogs and their 
Ancestors. With 300 illustrations in colour collotype, 
photogravure, and half-tone. 4/0. 30J. net 

Mahaefy, R, P. Francis Joseph the First: His Life and 
Times. By R. P. Mahaffy. Cr. Zvo. zs. (sd. net 

Mahommed, Mirza, and Rice, C. Spring. Valeh and 
Hadijeh. Large sq, Zvo. 5s. net 

Mantzius, Karl. A History of Theatrical Art in Ancient 
and Modern Times. With Introduction by William 
Archer, In six volumes. With illustrations from photo- 
graphs. Royal Zvo. lor. net each vol. 

Vol. I. — The Earliest Tiroes. Vol. II. — I^Iiddle Ages Mid Renais- 
sance. Vol. III.— Shakespeare and the English Drama of his 
Time. Vol. IV. — Molicre and his Time. Vol. V. — Great 
Actors of the iSth Century. Vol. VI. — In preporalion. 

Marczau,Henry. The Letters and Journal, 1 848-49, of Count 
Charles Leiningen-Westerburg. Demy Zvo. ys. 6d. net. 
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^Lvrjokau, John. New Ponns. fcaf:. Sro. aJ. t«t- 
Moqre, T. Stvrge. Poems. Squart 8tv. SewtS. is- "rf 
a vobinu- 

THI CS'fTAC»*S POOTf. 

Tuc ROPT OP TUK Auazovjl 

Tki Gazellss. axo Orsck Poeus. 

Raw’s rtopBECT. 

To Lcda, awd Othcc Ooss. 

Tvs-^xcs, AWb OniEc Oqb. 


Of, IQ one volome, lerutiJ i« art /ittfn. 6l. nrt. 

- - - A Siciliin Idjll, and Judith. ts. ’ill. 

Mariinjne. A Drama. Qr. (•ou’id. ss. tut 

Nassau, R. H. Feuchism la West Africa: Forty Yean’ 
Ohsenations of Native Custonn and Sopersutioas; ti 
lUusiratiOQi. Dmy 8ro. js. ael. 

Nc^iu, Raixh. AiTD JecNt.vcnAU, C E. Piccadilty to 
Pall Mall Manners, Morals, an-J Mm Ultb t pboto- 
gravtires. Deaiytra tii.6J.atf. 

Nrvill, Ralph. Spomog Days and Sporting Ways. UHth 
eoloered frontispiece. Demy$tv. iis.6J,in/. 

- I The Merry Past Rcmhuseenees anti AneoJotes. 
With frontispiece in colour collotype. j[>tinr Sn». 
isx. 6J. lul. 

pAWLOwsaA, Yol (hits Buckley). A Year of Strangers. 
Sketches of People and Things in laly and in the Far 
East With copper^pUte ftooiispsece. Sf». jr- 

nef. 


Sff MxJtr Xatth far SmS if tkii autkir. 

PaAsa, Prof. A. S. Chiisdaniiy. its Nature and its Truth. 

»Srt ThausanJ. Cr. $tv. aa 6J. art. 

Fhjujpps. L. Mabcit. The W<^s of Matu Studies of 
race charaaeristics as revealed in the creative art of the 
worli Cr. gtti. 7». 6J. met - 
PtAYS, Modeuk. CMi. at.art<twlamr. 


TKvRrrotrAXOTxaEscAre. By Vjjjar. dj t’We Arfim. 
IICSVAWI. A tysgedf. B; Fredcnek BfacL. 

Tximau A'.s tssecT. A l>t>iiiA. l>r (. Comyos Cut 
Tua tiKsxKssor TKt Kicirr. Py K. CLSort.’ 

TRsS'lvi* Eos. E.rTatQGsfnrevdiy. 

]av. By John CA^vertky. 
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Tjtn Eldest Son*. By John Gnlsworthy. 

Byjohn Gnlsworlhy. (is. 6d. net.) 

The Pigeon. By John Galsworthy. 
he B!ie.\king i’oiKT : ft Censuretl Play. By Edward Garnett, 
HE Coming or Peace. By Gerhart Hauptmann. 
tETEft s Chance. A Play. By Edith L>ttelton. 

IHE Storm. By Ostrovsky. Translated by Constance Garnett. 
iHE Secret Woman. A Drama. By Eden Phillpots. 

CORTAIN RvMsf.rs. One Act Plays. By Eden Phillpots. 

EHE Father. By Augu't StrindbcrR. 
t here are Crimes and Crimes. By August Sirindlieig. 

Aiiss Julia. The Stronger. Two Plays. By Augu-.t Strindberg. 
Creditors, Pariah. TwoPl.ays. By -■August Stnn''berg. 
Boses. Four One Act Plays. By Hermann Sudcrmann. 
mORlTURi. Three One Act Plays. By Hermann Sudcrmann. 
Five Little Plays. By Alfred Suiro. 

The Dawn (Les Aubes). By Emile Verhaeren. Translated by 
Arthur Sj mons. 

The PpaNCKSs or Hanover. By Margaret L. Woods. 


The following may also be had in paper covers. 

IS. 6(1. nei a volume. 


Price 


Tristram and Iseui.t. By J. Comyns Carr. (Paper beards.) 
The Likeness of the Night. By Mrs W. K, Clifford. 

The Silver Box. By John Galswortliy. 

Joy. By John Galsworthy. 

Strife, By John Galsrvorthy. 

Justice. By John Galsworthy. 

The Eldest Son. By John Galsworthy. 

The Little Dream. By John Galsworthy, (ir. ne(.) 

The Pigeon. By John Galsworthy. 

Peter’s Chance. By Edith Lyttelton. 

Curtain Raisers. By Eden Phillpotts. 

Five Little Plays. By Alfred Sutrm „ 

The Secret Woman. Censored Drama. By Eden Phillpotts. 


Three Plays. Bv Mrs W. K. Clifford. (Hamilton’s Second 
Marriage, Thomas and the Princess, The Modem Way.) 
In one vol. Sq. post Svo. 6s. 

Plays (First Series). By John Galsworthy. Three Plays 
(Joy, Strife, The Silver Box) in one vol. Small sq. post 
Zvo. 6s. 

Plays (Second Series). By John Galsworthy. Three Play’s 
(Justice, The Little Dream, The Eldest Son) in one 
vol. Small sg. post Zvo. 6s. 
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Plays. By August Strindberg. (The Dream Play, The lank, 
The Dance of Death, Part L 5 The Dance of Death, 
Part 11.) Translated with an Introduction and Bibli» 
graphv oy Edwin BjSikman. With frontispiece portrait 
of Strindberg. In one Yolotoe. Cr. Siw. 6r. 

Plats. By Anton Tchekoffi (Uncle Vanya, IvanolT, The 
Seagull, The Swan Song.) With an Introduction. 
Cr. tJm 6r. 

Reid, Siuabt J. Sir Richard Tangye. A Life. With a 
portrait New and Cheaper te-issue. Cr, 8iw. as. 6J. 

till. 

ROADUENDER SERIES, The. The tolumcs in the seriw are 
works with the same tendency as Michael Fairless’s 
remarkable book, from which the series gets its name : 
books which eapreas a deep feeling for Nature, and a 
mystical Interpretation of life. /h:/. 8w, with designed 
end ej. 6^. met. 

Tki StA CKASH OP Vbmcb. By Siepferd K SreeVe. 

Maoic Caswcwts. By Arthn S. Cnpps. 

Tnx ROADWS''nBt. By Michael Fairlen. Alto io ZimJUi'o, 
If. id. Vtlvei eat/ }'«//, ji «»<T. IHennaed Black aad White 
EdiiMs, <T. Sm, jr. war. Alio Special lllutirated editioa in 
cotosr ffom oil paiair^ by £. W*. tVajie, jt. 6d ivt. Editiea d« 
Lore, sse. "tf. 

THSCaev SaBTHKtlf. Djr Mkhael Fahlm. f3io\alimptam»tHn, 
3 ;. 6J. net ; SVcet tat/, y- ! £tras/ ftrdan, Jr. net, 

Thb CAniexi'ic or BaoTHCa IIiLasios. By Michael Furless 

LtMp Samhiia, y, 6d rat; Wvtttai/, y. net; Errast ptrtiait, 
SI. fut. 

A Moneas Mtstic’s Way. (Dedioled 10 Michael Fairlesi.) 

TnooCHTs OF Llo'iabdo da Viecx. Selected by Edward McCerdy. 

Louotsos. By Vf. D. McKay. 

Ftoji TH* Fo*est. By War. Scott Paloier. 

PocatM MAH. By Wm. Scott Palmei. 

Wirrrsa AVD Sfk»s. By Wou Seott Palner. 

VAoaOJi Mas. By A. T. SI017. 

LiohTAKdTwiucht. By Cdwud Tbomas, 

' RfstaSII OkIest. By Edward Thomas. 

BOSS Acaarmass indadiaeHoneSoinaii*. ByEdwardThotnaa. 

- Rosen, Erwin. In the Foreign Lepon. A record of actual 
es^riences in the French Foreign Legion. Deir^ «n>. 
New .ind Cheaper Edition, jr. 6d. net. 
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READERS’ LIBRARY, THE. 

opyright Works of Individual Merit and Permanent Value 
by Authors of Repute. 

Library style. Cr. Zvo. Blue cloth gill, round backs, 
zs. 6rf. net a volume. 

‘ By Hilaire Belloc. Essays 

on the Poetry of the French 

t<ena\ssance. 

Perpetba. By Hilaire Bel- 
loc. Algerian Studies and Im- 
pressions. 

Men, Women, and Books -. Res 
ynnCATx. By Augustine Birrell. 
v-orapleie in one vol, 
inter Dicta. By Augustine 
Dtrrell. First and Second Series 
in one volume. 

-'lEMoiRs OF A Surrey 
T ^*^pNRCR. By George Bourne. 

‘HE Bettksworth Book. By 
George Bourne, 

hTUDiEs IN Poetry. By Stopfoid 
A. Brooke, LL.D. Essays on 
Blake, Scott, Shelley, Keats, etc. 

Gomparative Studies in Nur- 
sery Rhymes. By Lina Ecken- 
Jlein. Essays in a branch of 
Folk-lore. 

Italian Poets since Dante. 

Critical Ess.ays. By W. Everett. 

Villa Rubdin, and Other 
Stories. By John Galsworthy. 

Brogress, and Other Sketches. 

By R, B. Cunninghame Graham. 

Success: and Other Sketches. 

By R. B. Cunninghame Grahame. 

Green Mansions. A Romance 
of the Tropical Forest. By W. H. 

Hudson. 

The Purple Land. By W. H. 

Hudson. 

The Heart of the Country'. 

By Ford Madox HuefTer. 

The Soul op London. By Ford 


The Spirit of the People. By 
Ford Madox HuefTer. 

After London — Wild _ Eng- 
land. By Richard Jefferies. 
Amaryllis at the Fair. By 
Richard Jefferies. 

Bnvis. The Story of a Boy. By 
Richard Jefferies. 

The Hills and the Vale. 
Nature Essays. By Richard 
Jefferies. 

The Greatest Lifl. An inquir>’ 
into the foundations of character. 
By Gerald Leighton, M.D. 

St Augustine and his Age. 
An Interpretation. By Joseph 
McCabe. 

Between the Acts. By H. W. 
Nevinson. 

Essays in Freedom. By 11. W. 
Nevinson. 

Parallel Paths. A Study in 
Biology, Ethics, and Art. By 
T. W. RoIIeston. 

The Strf,nuousLife, andOther 
Essays. By Theodore Roosevelt. 
English Literature and 
Society in the Eighteenth 
Century, By Sir Leslie 
Stephen. 

Studies or a Biographer. First 
Series. Two Volumes. By Sir 
Leslie Stephen. 

Studies or_ a Biographer. 
Second Series. Two Volumes. 
By Sir Leslie Stephen. 
Interludes. By Sir Geo. Tre- 
velyan. 

Essays on Dante, By Dr Carl 
Witte. 


Madox Hueffer, 

‘'Messrs Duckworth's admirable Readers' Library.*'. — Bocl.man. 

“ A series which is well worth foUowiuE. Excellent reading." — Aifttnmint. 

‘•That excellent series. The work of some of our most distinguished contemporaries," 
— Daily A'ewr. _ ... 

'* In a class apart from cheap reprints ... as enjoyable to the most fastidious as first 
editions."— TAe lUancltrster Guardian. 
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Tb^t asc Casos or tub Nt» Tbstamevt. By Prot Alfnadcr 
Sotster, M.A., D.IiO., VnJ^tot ct llsmaaity, Aberdcm 
Uiu»rrMly. 

CHAIstiA.'* ThOoght to THt RBroKHATTON. By Ileibert B. Work- 
ms, D.Lit(., rrineipal tlie Watcumter Traisicg Coneys. 

Toatussov, H. M. Tlie Sea and the Jungle. Penoaal ex- 
periences in A voyage lo South America and through the 
Amazon forests. By H. M. Tomlinson. 8tv. 

js. 6J. ntt. 

Vauckan, HEB-aERT JL The list Stuart Queen ; Louise 
Countess of Albany. A life. ^Mth illnstratioDS and 
portraitl ZVrry 8«>. i6f. ne/. 

Waerk, Ceoua. hfedixval Sicily. Aspects of life and 
Art in the Middle Ages. With very many illustrations. 
Jfeyal Sre. tax. 6d. net. 

WiuJAUs, AtTRRD. A Wluhire Village. A Study of 
DngUsh Rural Village Life. By Alfred WilUams. Cr. 
8w. 5X. net. 

NOVELS AND STORIES 

AROMymovs. The Diary of an Eogiisb Girl Cr. 8ra. £<• 

Bone, Davis W. The Btassbounder. A tale of seamen’s 
life in a saSlfig ship. With Olustrations by the Author. 
Cr. 8w. 6t 

Bone, Gertrude. Provincial Talcs. With frtuitispiece by 
Muirhead Bone. Cr. 8tw. fix. 

Bone, MutRnuD and Gertrude. Children’s Children. , A 
Talc. With 6o drawings by Muirhead Bone. Lar^e 
Cr. 8ro. fix. net. (Velhim Edition, limited to 350 
copies, signed and nnn^red. agx. net} 

Brookfield, Chas. H. Jadt Goldie: the Boy who knew 
best. Illustrated by A- E. Jackson. Cr. Sw. ex. 

Brown, ViNCE-Tr. A Magdalen's Husband. A Novel 
Fourth Impression. Cr, 8*w. fix. 

The Dark Ship. A Novel Cr. Stv. fix. 

, The Disciple’s Wife. A Novel Cr. Svo. fix. 

The Sacred Cup. A Novel Cr. 8w. fix. ‘ 

Calthrop, Dion Ciattow. King Peter. A Novel With a 
Frontispiece. Cr. 8rw. fix. 

See else DmimrlKt Tw* SUeirnfA’a A#tv * fir guerier tiei h 
D-en a^j^CoHUnf. •' 
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Cmvtley, C. Holmes. The Weaving of the Shuttle. A 
Yorkshire Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

CttfFORD. Mrs W. K. Woodside Farm. A Novel. Cr. 
Svo. 6s. 

CottKOLLY, J. B. Wide Courses : Talcs of the Sea. Illus- 
trated. Cr. Sz'o. 6s. 

See aliff DuiksortVs Tav ShiUin^ Net Novels. 

Davies, W. H. Beggars. Personal Experiences of Tramp 
Life. Cr, Svo. 6s, 

A Weak Woman. A Novel. Cr. Sw. 6s. 

The True Traveller. A Tramp’s Experiences. Cr. 

Sw. 6s. 

DAvns, Rich.ard Harding. Once upon a Time. Stories. 
Illustrated. Cr, 8vo. 6s. 

The Man who could not Lose. Stories. Illustrated. 

Cr. 8t)0. 6s. 

The Red Cross GirL Stories. Illustrated. Cr. 

8ca. 6s. 

Dodge, Janet, Tony Unregenerate. A NoveL Cr. Svo, 6s, 
Drake, Maurice. Wrack. A Tale of the Sea. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
East, H, Clayton. The Breath of the Desert. A Novel of 
Egypt. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Filippi, Rosina. Bernardine. A Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
Fogazzaro, Antonio. The Poet’s Mystery. A Novel. Cr. 
Svo. 6s. 

Forbes, Lady Helen. It’s a Way they have in the Array. 
A Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

The Bounty of the Gods. A Novel. 

The Polar Star. A Novel. Cr. Svo. 6r. 

Garnett, Mrs R. S. Amor Vincit. A Romance of the 
Staffordshire Moorlands. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

See also Duckworth's Two Shillins Net Ncrvels for another Novel 
by Mrs Garnett, 

Garshin, W. The Signal, and other Stories. Translated 
from the Russian. 

Glyn, Elinor. Beyond the Rocks. A Love Story. Cr. 
Svo. 6s. Also an edition in paper covers, ss. net. 

Halcyone. A Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

His Hour. A Novel. With a photogravure frontis- 

piece. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
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Gt-vs, EusoR. The Videstlodes of EvangtUoe. With 
Coloured Frontispiece. Cr. tteo, 6s. Abo an edition in 
f^Jier (overs, tx. net. 

ReSections of Ambrosioe. With Coloured Frontis- 
piece. Cr. 8co. 6i. 

Siea/sa Dtieitotrii's 7W yottlt. 

Three Weeks. A Romance. With Coloured Frontis 

piece. Cr. Sea. dt. 

The Visits of Elizabeth, '^th Photogravure Frcmtis. 

piece. Cr. 8zv. fit 

Elizabeth Visits America. With a Photogravure 

Frontispiece. Cr 8w. 6r. 

Ste aln Dtuivtrih'i 7W SXithni f,V h’tveU, 

— TTie Damsel and the Sage ; A ^S'oman’s IVhimsies. 
With a Photogravure Portrait. Cr. Stw. In slip case. 
5 X. net. 

I— Sayings of Gtandmaoiffia. From the Writings of 
Elinor Glyn. Feaf. 8n>. With Photogramre Portrait. 
Ftrtian }apf. as. 6d. net. Aiso in fartftment. tx. Ml, 

— The Reason Why. With Frontispiece in Colour. 
Cr. 8tw. 6f. 

Gorkv, Maxim. The Spy. A Tale. By Maxim Gorky. 
Cr. 8w. 6t. 

■ Twenty-six Men and a Girl. Stories. Cr. Sw. 
Cb/h. at. net. 

Hayter, .Adrian. The Profitable Imbroglio. A Tale of 
htvstery. Cr. 8tw. 6x. 

HoLsits, Arthur H. Twinkle. A Novel. Cr. Sw. 6s. 
Horuck, JiTnE. A String of Beads, A Tale. Illustrated 
in Colour. Cr. 8n». 6x. 

Johnson, Cecil Ross. The Trader : A Venture in New 
Guinea. A Novel Cr. 8i», 6*. 
lx, Sage, A. B. In the West Wind. A Combh Novel 
Cr. 8rv. 6x. • 

LtP^ETT, E. R. Didy : The Story of an Irish Girl 
Cr. 8t». 6 j. 

Maclagan, Bridget. The Mistress of Kingdoms. A Novel 
Cr. 8t*>. ex. 

MARTTNDALE. Elizabith. Margaret Hever. A Novel Cr. 
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MaOd, Constance Eeizaeeth. Angelique : le p’tit Choit 
A Stury. Cr. %vo. 6f, 

Sei abe 7'iva Skilling Nil 7/oveb far enjtker bcek by Mbs Maud, 
MAUPASbANT, Guy de. Yveltc, and oiher Stories. Trans- 
lated by A. G. Cr. &vo. 6s. 

See aba Skilliny Net llitrary far anaike) s-ditnie cf Maufassant. 

Monkhouse, Auan. Dying Fires. A Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
Napier, Rosamond. The Paithfui Failure. A Novel of ilie 
Open Air. Cr, 8vo. 6s. 

The Heart of a Gypsy. A Novel. Cr. 8po. 6s. 

Pawlowska, Yof. 'I’hose that Dream. A Novel of Life in 
Rome To-day. Cr. Sva. 6s. 

Rouerts, Helen. Old Brent’s D.iughtcr. Cr. 8ve>. 6s. 
Schofield, Lily. Elizabeth, Betsy, and Bess. A Tale. 
Cr. 8w. 6s. 

“Shway UiNGA.” Wholly without Morals. A Novel of 
Indo-Burman Life. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Tchekhoff, Anton. The Kiss : Stories. Cr. Svo. 6s. 
Travers, John. Sahib Log. A Novel of Regimental Life 
in India. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

liithe World 01 Bewilderment A Novel. Cr.Svo. 6s, 

Tylee, E. S, The Witch Ladder. A Somerset Story. 
Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Vaughan, Owen (Owen Rhoscomyl). A Scout’s Story. A 
Tale of Adventure, Illustrated. Cr, Svo. 2 s. 6</. 

Isle Raven. A Welsh Novel. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Old Fireproof : Being the Chaplain’s Story of Certain 

Events in the South African War. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

Sweet Rogues. A Romance. Cr. Svo. 6s. 

See also NuehuertVs Tkvo Shilling Net Novels for another ioci by 
Omen Vaughan^ 

Duckworth’s Series of Popular Novels, ar. nsi. 

The Prodigal Nephew. By Bertrato AtVey. 

The Dance of Love, By Dion Clayton Calthrop. 

WooDSiDE Farm. By Mrs W. K- CHfTord. 

The Crested Seas. By James B. Conolly. Illustrated, 

The Infamoos John Friend. By Mrs R. S. Garnett. 

Elizareth visits America. By Elinor Glyn. 

Keflbctions of Amrrosike. By Elinor Glyn. 

A Motor-Car Divorce. By Louise Hale. Illustrated. 

No SORRENDER. By Constance Elizabeth Maud. 

The Secret Kingdom. By Ftanb Richardson. 

Vronina. By Owen Vaughan. With Coloured Frontispiece. 


BOOKS ON APPROVAL 

Mum DUCKWORTI! tc CO.'f VobJiutioM m»j be ohuined 
thTO«{h (ny good booltsenCT Anyone desring to motne < 
Tolome iboeld ordM It nb^-ect to eppeomL Tie books<ner c*o 

obtun >C ftom Ihc paWiiben on tlu> raoiLtioa. 

Tie feUpveing S/edal iw/* and Ca/afy^ei tciU le sent 
Piit Free ati rtf net/ to any adJrttt . 

A GENERAL CATALOGUE OF PUBLICATIONS 
A COLOURED PROSPECTUS OF NEW ILLUSTRATED 
CHILDREITS BOOKS 

A DESCRIPTIVE UST OF «THE READERS’ UBRARV 
A DESCRIPTIVE LIST OF ‘’TIIE LIBRARY OF ART- 
AND ••THE POPULAR UBP.ARy OP ART" 

A DESCRIPTIVE LIST OF "•nJE SAINTS SERIES- 

A DESCRiprm: list of tueolocical works 

AND FULL PROSPECrOSCS OF "THE ROADmeNDER 
SERIES- AND “MODERN PLAVS" 
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